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AND ANOTHER BIG ADVANTAGE FOR YOU IN CAMELS— 





the smoke of slower-burning Camels contains 


O/ LESS NICOTINE 


than the average of the 4 other of the largest-selling 
@) cigarettes tested—less than any of them — according 












to independent scientific tests of the smoke itself 


HEN all is said and done, 
the thing in smoking is the 
smoke ! 

Your taste tells you that the smoke 
of slower-burning Camels gives 
you extra mildness, extra coolness, . 
extra flavor. ; 

Now Science tells you another im- 
portant—and welcome—fact about 
Camel’s slower burning. 

Less nicotine—in the smoke! 28% 
less nicotine than the average of 
the other brands tested—in the 
smoke! Less than any of them—in 
the smoke! And it’s the smoke that 
reaches you. 

Try Camels...theslower-burning 
cigarette...the cigarette with more 
mildness, more coolness, more fla- 
vor, and less nicotine in the smoke! than the average of the 4 
And more smoking, too—as ex- other of the largest-selling 


- 
plained beneath package at right. “\a — tested—slower en 
any of them—Camels also 


give you a smoking p/us 
equal, on the average, to 


By burning 25% 
slower 


““SMOKING OUT” THE FACTS about nicotine. Experts, chem- 
ists analyze the smoke of 5 of the largest-selling brands... 
find that the smoke of slower-burning Camels contains less 
nicotine than any of the other brands tested. 


EXTRA SMOKES 
PER PACK! 


R. J. Reynolds Tobacco Company, Winston-Salem, North Carolina 


FE, , HE SLOWER-BURNING 
CIGARETTE — 











Even if you're not a Queen of Beauty... 


LIFE’S FUN...If your Smile has Charm! 





“A LOVELY SMILE IS YOUR MOST 
'/ IMPORTANT BEAUTY ASSET!” 


say well-known beauty editors of 
23 out of 24 leading magazines 


In a recent poll made among the beauty 
editors of 24 leading magazines all but one 
of these beauty experts agreed that a lovely 
smile is a woman’s most precious asset. They 
went on to say that “Even a plain girl has 
charm and personality if she keeps her 
smile bright, attractive and sparkling.” 
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Help keep your smile sparkling 
with Ipana and Massage 


D° YOU have to be a great beauty to 
find happiness—to win a husband—to 
be admired by your friends? 


No! Decidedly no! Charm counts as 
much as great beauty. And even the plain- 
est girl with a sparkling smile can give 
cards and spades to a beauty whose smile 
is shadowed. 


Your smile is YOU! It’s a priceless asset! 
And you should keep it right. Remem- 
ber—your gums as well as your teeth need 
daily care—for bright, sparkling smiles 
depend upon healthy gums. 

Keep your smile at its sparkling best... 
guard against “pink tooth brush”... with 
the help of the modern dental health 
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routine of Ipana Tooth Paste and massage. 


If you see “pink” on your tooth brush— 
see your dentist. You may or may not be in 
for trouble. He may tell you your gums are 
weak and sensitive because today’s soft 
foods have robbed them of work. Like 
thousands of dentists today, he may sug- 
gest “the healthful stimulation of Ipana 
Tooth Paste and massage.” 


Get Ipana Today! 


For Ipana not only cleans teeth thoroughly 
but, with massage, it is specially designed 
to aid the gums to healthier firmness. 

So get Ipana today. Each time you brush 
your teeth, massage a little extra Ipana 
onto your gums. Help keep your gums 
firmer, your teeth brighter and your smile 
the charming beauty asset it should be. 


IPANA TOOTH PASTE 
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Published in The greatest 
this space star of the 
every month screen! 





This is a Winter’s Tale. Not told by 
the Bard of Avon, but by the Bard of 
M-G-M. — a 


It is the story of things to come as 
the blustery season goes into the home 
stretch. 


x * * * 


Good things to come. 
Exhibits A, B, C, D. 


A. James Stewart 
and Hedy Lamarr in 
Clarence Brown’s 
production Come Live 
With Me. The screen play is by Patterson 
McNutt. It’s a romantic comedy drama, 
the story of a circumstantial marriage 
in which the woman attempts to’pay. 


. ¢ = @ 


B.. wallace Beery in 

The Bad Man, screen- 

— by Wells Root 
rom the famous Por- , 

oe 

N 








ter Emerson Browne 
play which was pro- & : 

duced by William Harris, Jr., and 
directed by Richard Thorpe. It has ac- 
tion, great humor of a high order, and 
Lionel Barrymore, Laraine Day and 
Ronald Reagan. 


x * * * 


Do you like our Exhibits? 
x *&* kk *i 





Well, C is the long-awaited co-starring 
of Spencer Tracy and Mickey Rooney 
in Men of Boys Town by James Kevin 
McGuinness, directed by Norman 
Taurog. Those of you—meaning all of 
you—who enjoyed “Boys Town”, will 
understand that this new Father Flan- 
agan-inspired film promises to be a 
contribution of remarkable merit. 

x ke k * 


And DD is The Ziegfeld 
Girl, gay, glamorous, glit- 
tering, gorgeous. Directed 
by Robert Z. Leonard, it 
will present for the delight 
of those with eyes and ears 
a galaxy of stars which 
include Jimmy Stewart, 
Judy Garland, Hedy 
Lamarr, Lana Turner, 
Tony Martin, Charles 
Winninger and many, 
many others. 


* * . * 
That’s A, B, C, and D. 
* * * * 
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— 2 be my love,’’ says gorgeous Hedy Lamarr 
to handsome James Stewart. Does he? We'll say 
he does! And she pays him $17.60 a week in the 
bargain!...You can’t believe it? Wait ’ti/ you see it! 


METRO-GOLDWYN-MAYER presents 


re, Ze 
STEWART. LAMARR 


Not even in the much-talked-about She wears fifteen dream-gowns by 
“Philadelphia Story” was he so romantic! famed Adrian—and how she wears'em! 


» CLARENCE BROWNS production o 
Ye Z-4 fig 
Col UC VA Vz 


1AN HUNTER - VERREE TEASDALE - DONALD MEEK 
Screen Play by Patterson McNutt * A Metro-Goldwyn-Mayer Picture 


Duesed ty CLARENCE BROWN 
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Pert talent: 
Sweet." 
"Tin Pan Alley" (above with Mrs. Oakie) 


Diana Lewis in “Bitter 
Picture stealer: Jack Oakie in 


CLOSE UPS A\\|] ING SHUTS 


are trying to make Hollywood 
submit to a pattern in this al- 
most sinister year of 1941 . . . there 
are political groups that would like 
to use the movies to swing votes. . 
there are nationalistic groups that 
would like to show their people as 
the only noble people and all other 
peoples as villains . . . there are ad- 
vertisers who would like to get this 
product or that shown, for an instant, 
to stimulate their sales . . . there are 
producers wanting to promote girl 
friends and there are even one or 
two ladies, in positions important 
enough to make it stick, who would 
like to promote boy friends . 
there are the people who are for and 
the people who are against pen- 
sions . . . the people who want more 
aid given to Britain and the people 
who want less . . . the list is as end- 
less as the varieties of mankind ... 
and to every one of these divergent 
people Hollywood must sell tickets if 
it is to survive .. . it must discover 
the greatest common denominator in 
entertainment to ensnare them... . 
It is an almost impossible demand 
to make upon any art... any com- 


| pong g uae scores of forces 


munity ...any group of creative 
people ... it is almost impossible 
. and most certainly has never 


ever been attempted before in all hu- 
man time ... but strike me, daddy, 
with a boogie beat, if Hollywood 
doesn’t achieve just that at least 
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BY RUTH WATERBURY 


ninety percent of the time... . 

Take the picturization of “The 
Philadelphia Story” as a case in 
point ... this is the Metro produc- 
tion that stars Katharine Hepburn, 
Cary Grant, Jimmy Stewart, Ruth 
Hussey and John Howard with such 
fine actors as John Halliday, Roland 
Young, Mary Nash and Virginia 
Weidler in support of the big five and 
which was directed with love and 
sensitivity by George Cukor ... to 
me it is one of the finest, most mov- 
ing, most touching, most amusing 
films I have ever seen... and yet 
there is no way of being sure that it 
will be a box-office knockout because 
it’s the story of a spoiled rich girl in 
this day when rich people are scarce- 
ly looked upon with admiration... . 

Even as Cukor finished directing 
this picture there was, over on the 
Twentieth Century-Fox lot, that film 
master, John Ford, busily engaged in 


filming “Tobacco Road,” a _ picture 
that will show the tragedies and the 
shabby little joys of the share crop- 
pers in our South... it was Ford 
who did such a wonderful job on a 
similar type of story, “The Grapes of 
Wrath” .. . as surely as Cukor un- 
derstands the subtle unhappiness 
of people who have too much of 
everything to find simple happiness, 
so does Ford understand the loneli- 
ness and pathos of people who do not 
have enough of anything, save disease 
and weariness and hunger... and 
even as “Tobacco Road” is going on, 
on still another lot Alexander Korda 
is winding up the final scenes that 
portray one of the greatest true love 
stories of all time, that of Lord Nelson 
of Trafalgar and Emma, Lady Hamil- 
ton ... this is not the vivid present, 
neither the spoiled world of Tracy 
Lord, the Katharine Hepburn char- 
acter in “The Philadelphia Story” nor 
of the Jeeter Lester family in “To- 
bacco Road” ... this is part of the 
wondrous past of England ... and 
while all this is being captured Mr. 
Walt Disney is already showing 
“Fantasia” which is neither the past 
nor the present but something out of 
this world and out of the future. . 
The big point is that nobody in all 
Hollywood held anybody down into 
any one pattern ... M-G-M regarded 
“The Philadelphia Story” as just as 
great story material as Twentieth 
regarded (Continued on page 80) 
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How you'll cheer 


OH, JOHNMIE BONNIE 
and ORRIN as they 











« rs “ORRIN TuchEp % 


AND HIS ORCHESTp, 
%¢ 


















RY on 


with 


It’s more 
than just a 





song when 


Lillian Cornell 
Teddy Hart 


Bonnie sings : 
to Orrin 

“1 Could Kiss : 
You for That”! 





Written and Produced by Gene Markey + A Paramount Picture * Directed by Ralph Murphy 
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REVIEWING MOVIES OF THE MONTH 


A reliable guide to recent pictures. One check means good; two checks, outstanding 








Big, important, thrilling: Ruth Hussey, Robert 
Taylor, Walter Pidgeon in “Flight Command" 


VV Flight Command (M-G-M) 


It's About: The training of flyers by 
the United States Government. 


IKE a stage play, the curtain is 

pulled back by M-G-M in its pic- 
ture “Flight Command” to reveal the 
authentic picture of flyers trained in 
our own government school of naval 
aeronautics. It’s a big, important, 
thrilling, awe-inspiring picture, ap- 
pealing to the intelligence and enter- 
tainment demands of audiences. 

It gives Bob Taylor, the recruit from 
Pensacola who is transferred to the 
famous Hell Cat division, his best op- 
portunity in years and how that boy 
goes to town. 

On the shoulders of Commander 
Walter Pidgeon and his wife, Ruth 
Hussey, hangs the burden of the story 
plot; both come through with abso- 
lutely great performances. 

In fact, the entire cast is marvelous, 
the climaxes thrilling without being 
cheaply sensational. The -production 
is clothed in taste and importance; we 
cannot recommend it too hightly. 


Your Reviewer Says: The best. 


Thomas 


V Hudson's Bay 
(20th Century-Fox) 


It's About: One man’s dream of a 
great Canadian empire. 


ONDEROUS but impressive is the 

history of the formation of the 
great Hudson’s Bay Company under 
the guiding leadership of Paul Muni 
and his partner, Laird Cregar. 

Done with taste and brilliancy, it is 
a story of Muni’s dream come true, the 
bringing of the great country of the 
north under British dominion. As 
Radisson, who almost loses his life to 
accomplish his enormously ambitious 
plan, Muni is truly wonderful. As 
his partner, Laird Cregar, all 360 
pounds of him, is truly mountainously 
clever. Gene Tierney, while lovely, 
seems far out of her element; in fact, 
the whole tale seems to weigh heavily 
on everyone’s hands. Like “North- 
west Passage,” the story is too con- 
cerned with geography rather than 
with people. Nevertheless, it’s a job 
well done and one worth seeing. 


Your Reviewer Says: Hollywood at its 
dull best. 


Magnificent —— 
| 


Mitche 





James Stephenson and 
in "Flight From Destiny" 


VV Flight From Destiny (Warners) 


It's About: The unjustifiable crime of 
one idealist. 


E nominate as the surprise pic- 

ture of the year “Flight From 
Destiny,” the picture that grew be- 
yond Warners’ wildest hopes, thanks 
to actor Thomas Mitchell and cast, 
and to that brilliant newcomer among 
directors, Vincent Sherman. 

A brilliant achievement is this pic- 
ture in dialogue, theme and acting. 
Briefly, it tells of a kindly professor, 
Thomas Mitchell, who is given six 
months to live by his doctor, James 
Stephenson. Looking about for a 
philanthropic cause, he decides to rid 
the world of one completely unde- 
sirable person and lights on Mona 
Maris, an unscrupulous woman who 
has wrecked the happy marriage of 
artist Jeffrey Lynn and his wife, 
Geraldine Fitzgerald. Too late he dis- 
covers that instead of performing a 
worthy deed he has set a horrible 
example for young men to follow. 

Perhaps by this time you have 
learned Thomas Mitchell has been 

(Continued on page 100) 





See Pictures In The Cutting 


Room on” Page 104. For Complete Casts, See Page 106 








PHOTOPLAY combined with MOVIE MIRROR 


Pw 
“HIGH SIERRA is an excite- 
ment-loaded yarn if ever | knew 


one! On film it’s a world-beater!” 
Newspaperdom’s acknowledged No. 1 Story-Teller 
MARK HELLINGER 


me wt Oe 
HIGH SIERRA is the most 


thrilling and unusual picture | have 
directed since ‘What Price Glory'!” 
Director of a hundred Hits, RAOUL WALSH 


ys “My story to top ‘Little Caesar’ is 
HIGH SIERRA! 


Famed Author, W. R. BURNETT 


WARNER BRObS., Producers of ‘Little Caesar’ 
and ‘Angels with Dirty Faces’, now present thi 
drama that towers mightily beside both 


HN Gt 
SHERIRAI 


It’s the picture that skyrockets them to top star ranks! 


IDA LUPINO 


As Marie, the taxi dancer and killer’s com; 
deep dow! n just another woman whose Enc rT\ 


yearned for one man. HitibMPH R oe 4 


As’ Mad Dov’ Earle, enem\ 
all that is decent and wood, ere 
hant of every law onearth — 


except the High Sierras | ae 


YS 


with ALAN CURTIS - ARTHUR KENNEDY - JOAN 
HENRY HULL - HENRY TRAVERS 


» Screen Play by John Huston and W. &. Burnett_* From a Novel by W. R Burnett 


¢ 





Out on the dance floor for a 
quick camera close up: Ned 
Gardiner and Rita Hayworth; 
Pat Morison and Spencer Tracy 


cm 2 


FOR A FETEFUL 


In from their Valley ranch for some 


Saturday-night doings: 


Frances 


Dee and husband Joel McCrea 


our spot of Hollywood! The 

crossroads of the world! The 
high light in the high spots of movie- 
land—Ciro’s. Not since the old Troc- 
adero days has there been a night 
club that has appealed so strongly to 
the motion-picture world. Other 
spots have tried and are trying; but it 
is to Ciro’s that the stars flock in be- 
glamored droves. It is here a man 
takes his newest flame to show off. It 
is here romances on the down grade 


A NIGHT AT CIRO'S: The glam- 


are rebuilt and given new life. It is 
here every conceivable kind of party 
is celebrated—birthday, anniversary 
and just plain parties at prices— 
woo woo! 

Last week Barbara Stanwyck cele- 
brated Bob Taylor’s birthday at Ciro’s 
with the Gary Coopers, the Joel Mc- 
Creas, the Jack Bennys and the 
Zeppo Marxes among the guests. 

Between patched-up romances with 
Jimmy Stewart, Olivia de Havilland 
will sway in on the arm of Burgess 


EVENING 


Meredith, Gene Markey or Franchot 
Tone. Saturday nights will find Lana 
furner and one of her constant beaux 
at a ringside table. From across the 
way, Alice Faye with Sandy Cum- 
mings will stare moodily at Tony, 
her former husband. The Mischa 
Auers, in separate parties, will greet 
each other merrily. 

On rare occasions Gable with Lom- 
bard will ride in from the ranch for 
a spot of night life. When the baby 
can be left safely, Anne Shirley and 


Fun 4 la carte at the frequented Ciro's, served with some off-guard pictures, 
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By CAL 
YORK 


PHOTOGRAPHS BY HYMAN FINK 


husband John Payne will stroll in, for 
all the world like any young married 
couple in any town, for a bit of 
whoopee. 

Rita Hayworth, in one of her new- 
est creations, will have even such 
smart women as Lili Damita (there 
with Errol Flynn) and Ann Warner 
staring in her direction. 

Outside, the sidewalks are jammed 
with fans and tourists, who stand by 
patiently until one or two o'clock of a 
morning to watch their favorites come 


some unvarnished gossip and lots of facts about lots of people in Hollywood 
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Two pasts make a talked-about 
present: Former Hollywood star 
Arline Judge and former heavy- 
weight champion Jack Dempsey 


Paternal cut-in: Carl 
Brisson annexes son 


Freddy's Roz Russell 


and go through the shining door. 

It’s the gay, the bright, the most 
talked-of spot on the whole West 
Coast. It’s Ciro’s where society— 
Montecito, Los Angeles, Flintridge, 
Pasadena and all points north and 
south—is huddled in small corner 
tables while Mickey Rooney, of the 
good old Yule family, is given a place 
of honor. 

It’s Hollywood’s own spot. It’s 
democracy, paying a high tariff. It’s 
Ciro’s—and it’s wonderful. 


bi Terselest-Mislolmustole(-Mal-telekMitiaa 
with a start: John Barrymore 
and Sally Allen, newest face 
to catch the fabulous Profile 


Romance: Well, it looks more and 
more serious between Roz Russell 
and Freddy Brisson, for no sooner had 
Carl Brisson, Freddy’s father, arrived 
in Hollywood from Europe than 
Freddy arranged for his dad to meet 
the lady of his heart. 

Roz, dressed in her favorite style 
of hat—sombrero—with a swing to the 
La Conga trend, arrived at Ciro’s 
to meet Dad. He couldn’t have been 
more pleased. 

“Freddy’s 


taste is terrific,” he 
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Nonsense on arrival: Reginald Gar- 
diner takes in the Santa Fe National 
Forest, takes over Jean Parker 


exclaimed, and spent the evening mo- 
nopolizing Roz. So—be prepared for 
anything—especially wedding bells. 


Nicknames: Know what their best 
friends call them? Well, Cesar Ro- 
mero is always “Butch” to his pals; 
Dietrich, of course, answers to “Legs”; 
Gracie Allen to “Googie.” Eddie Al- 
bert is “Tiger” to the Warners crowd 
and once in a while a member of her 
family still calls Claudette Colbert 
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The highest honor Santa Fe Indians 
can give a white man is a war bonnet. 
Errol Flynn cashes in at Santa Fe be- 
fore the premiere of "Santa Fe Trail” 





Now he can be heard! 


CAL YORK 


Hollywood correspon- 
dent, with 


"| WANT A DIVORCE" 


starring 
JOAN BLONDELL 


and a star-streamed company 
of yesterday's favorites and 
tomorrow's winners 


your 


Every Friday night over your 
nearest Mutual Broadcasting 
System station at 9:30 E.S.T. 











“Shoeshine,” the name bestowed upon 
her by schoolmates in New York who 
could only make “Shoeshine” out of 
her real name, Chauchoin. That’s why 
Claudette took up the family name of 
Colbert. 

All of Jeanette MacDonald’s close 
friends refer to her as “Jam” because 
Jeanette’s initials spell Jam. Her mid- 
dle name is Ann. Humphrey Bogart 
is “Bogie” to half of Hollywood; of 
course, Ida Lupino is “Lupey” and 





Nonsense en route: Rita Hayworth, 
Natalie Draper, Flynn and Reginald 
Gardiner aboard the 17-car special 


? 


Barbara Stanwyck is “Stannie,” while 
Mary Livingstone is always “Doll” to 
Jack Benny. 

Just plain “Coop” can mean two 
actors in Hollywood, one Gary Cooper 
and one Jackie Cooper. Jackie’s girl 
friend, Bonita Granville, is “Bunny” 
to her gang. 

“Spence” means Tracy and “Red” 
can only mean Cagney. But the prize 
goes to Alan Mowbray’s children, 
Alan Jr. and Patricia. All of the Mow- 
bray friends refer to them as A. M. 
and P. M. 


Facts About A Grand Actor: He’s 
Pat O’Brien’s and Jimmy Cagney’s 
best friend. He was born near Cal’s 
home back in Pennsylvania and never 
fails to stop for a chat with us about 
the home folk. Of him, Cagney once 
said, “I have yet to see him give a bad 
performance.” 

His name is Frank McHugh. 

After a strenuous Broadway season, 
he came to Hollywood for a few weeks’ 
visit with his friend Robert Arm- 
strong. He wanted none of movies. 
He’s been here eleven years and now 
wants none of Broadway. 

His movie debut was to help out a 
pal who couldn’t find an actor to play 
the role. Hollywood never let him go 
after that. 

At Universal he’s just finished his 
role of a traveling salesman in love 
with Margaret Sullavan in “Back 
Street.” He’ll be somewhere else in 
no time at all. 

(Continued on page 12) 
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Look out for a COLD... watch your THROAT 


— gargle Listenne Gurch! 


A careless sneeze, or an explosive cough, 
can shoot troublesome germs in your 
direction at mile-a-minute speed. In 
case they invade the tissues of your 
throat, you may be in for throat irrita- 
tion, a cold—or worse. 


If you have been thus exposed, better 
gargle with Listerine Antiseptic at your 
earliest opportunity. Listerine kills mil- 
lions of the germs on mouth and throat 
surfaces known as ‘“‘secondary invaders” 
...often helps render them powerless to 
invade the tissue and aggravate infec- 
tion. Used early and often, Listerine 
may head off a cold, or reduce the 
severity of one already started. 


Amazing Germ Reductions in Tests 


Tests have shown germ reductions 
ranging to 96.7% on mouth and throat 
surfaces fifteen minutes after a Listerine 
Antiseptic gargle. Even one hour after, 
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reductions up to 80% in the number of 
surface germs associated with colds 
and sore throat were noted. 

That is why, we believe, Listerine 
Antiseptic in the last nine years has 
built up such an impressive test record 
against colds . . . why thousands of 
people gargle with it at the first hint 
of a cold or simple sore throat. 


Fewer and Milder Colds in Tests 


These tests showed that those who 
gargled with Listerine Antiseptic twice 
a day had fewer colds, milder colds, and 
colds of shorter duration than those 
who did not gargle. And fewer sore 
throats, also. 

So remember, if you have been ex- 
posed to others suffering from colds, 
if you feel a cold coming on, gargle 
Listerine Antiseptic—quick/ 

LAMBERT PHARMACALCO., St. Louis, Mo. 
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GET THIS AMAZING 


Listerine Throat Light 







75¢ LISTERINE 
THROAT LIGHT 


75¢ LISTERINE 





a 


DEPRESSES TONGUE—LIGHTS UP THROAT 






CHECK CHILDREN’S THROAT DAILY 


Offer good only in continental U. 8. A. 








Family feature: The Pauls _— and the Durbins (right) join forces 
at the engagement party of son Vaughn and daughter Deanna. Inside 
comment on the affair was: "Paul is exactly the right man for Deanna” 





(Continued from page 10) 










Ask any man! He’ll tell you irresistible lips are 
soft lips, smooth lips, dewy-fresh! Glamorous 
women know this and choose a softer, creamier 
lipstick like irresisti8.e. Easy to apply, non- 
drying, stays on smoothly for hours because 
it's whip-text through a secret new process. 
Thrilling range of foshion-right colors includes 
such favorites as: RUBY RED, FLASH RED, CANDY 
STRIPE RED, FUCHSIA PLUM with matching rouge, 
face powder and powder foundation. 


IT's Whip tot 


LASTS LONGER 
SMOOTHER 


10c AT ALL 
5 & 10¢ STORES 








He’s married, loved by everyone 
and an asset to the community. Here’s 
to him. 


Got Any Ideas? Through Cal’s 
column, Bob Taylor has a request to 
make. If anyone can think of a good 
name for his new horse—a mare, to 
be exact, he’d appreciate your sending 
on your suggestion. This particular 
nameless mare is coal black and beau- 
tiful. She has a white star on her fore- 
head. 

Bob will ride his horse all through 
his picture “Billy the Kid” and would 
like a name that will be as enduring 
as Tom Mix’s “Tony” or Gene Autry’s 
“Champ.” 

If you’re interested we'll be happy 
to send your suggestion on to Bob. 


Keeping Faith: We’ve discovered a 
rather wonderful thing concerning 
one of our favorite people—Tyrone 
Power—and we pass it along to his 
legion of fans. 

After a harassing day on the set, 
with Tyrone perhaps growing unsure 
of himself or his work, with cares 
pressing about him (and they do, even 
as they do with you and me), he goes 
home to his little projection room and 
runs over old pictures. 

His favorite is the one called, 
“Where Are My Children?” Inva- 
riably Ty finds solace and comfort 
as that picture unfolds. For “Where 


Are My Children?” is the latest of the 
twenty-seven pictures Ty has bought 
up that starred his father, Tyrone 
Power Sr., a great actor. 

Between Ty and his father there 
were always a great bond and a great 
friendship; it was in Ty’s arms that 
his father died, December 31, 1931. 

Tyrone was to live through a par- 
ticularly trying period after his 
father’s death when he was seeking to 
establish himself on a screen that 
would have none of him. His father’s 
love carried him through, just as it’s 
carrying him through now up there 
on that little screen. 


Another Welles! Welles! Yarn: 
Hollywood is chuckling over the latest 
Orson Welles yarn. 

It seems Welles was interviewing 
a boy from Brazil for a small role he 
intended interjecting into his picture 
“Citizen Kane.” 

“What do you do besides act?” in- 
quired the boy wonder. 

“T write, direct, produce, compose 
songs, dance, sing, paint, stage radio 
shows and design sets,” replied the 
eager young Latin. 

“And what’s your name?” went on 
Welles. 

“Fortunio Bonanova, 
man replied. 

“That’s what you _ think,” 
Welles. “You’re really the 
Welles of South America’.” 
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Cal's Hollywood Parade: Eyebrows 
are lifted to the Milky Way over Vir- 
ginia Field’s romance with George 
Raft so soon after Richard Greene’s 
departure for England and the army. 

Charlie Chaplin has definitely stated 
to one or two intimates there will be 
no divorce between him and Paulette 
Goddard. 

Roger Pryor is feeling blue over 
those marital troubles with his cute 
wife, Ann Sothern. 

That personal-appearance tour 
Brenda Joyce recently made is re- 
ported to have given Brenda a whole 
new outlook on life. Now maybe she 
won’t marry Owen Ward, her Holly- 
wood beau, after all. 

Myrna Loy has asked her studio to 
drop all publicity to the effect that 
she’s the “perfect wife.” Since her 
separation from Arthur Hornblow 
Myrna feels it not too tactful, to say 
the least. 

One of the sights of the village was 
to see Eddie Norris, Ann Sheridan’s 
ex, sitting directly beneath the photo- 
graph of Ann in the commissary of 
the very studio Annie was feuding 
with—Warners. 

The secret behind the Ann Sheri- 
dan-Warner Brothers reconciliation 
is little known, but actually it was all 
wrapped in one redheaded bundle of 
dynamite—James Cagney, who re- 
fused to make his next picture until 
Annie came home. There’s loyalty, 
brothers. 

Mickey Rooney admits it—he just 
can’t get Linda Darnell off his mind 
no matter how many girls he dates. 

(Continued on page 14) 


Headline stuff: Olivia de Havil- 


land sees Ciro's with Gene Markey, 
while Jimmy Stewart goes to the 
movies with the married Haywards 
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if she can’t take a tip— 








she’ll surely lose 


her job 
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Why risk offending? Use Mum every day. 
Be sure underarms are always fresh! 


at ream couldn’t believe her eyes! Yet 
there, plain as day, was the note that 
told what her fellow workers thought. 


Carelessness of this sort... the merest 
hint of underarm odor...can pull you 
down so quickly! That's why smart girls 
make a daily habit of Mum. 

For Mum makes your daintiness sure. 
Just smooth it on and you're safe from 
underarm odor for a full day or evening. 
Never forget Mum for a single day, for 
even daily baths can’t prevent risk of of- 
fending. Underarms always need Mum’s 
sure protection. 


More women use Mum than any other 
deodorant because: 


MUM IS SPEEDY! Thirty seconds is all it 
takes to apply a touch of Mum. 


MUM IS SURE! Without attempting to 
stop perspiration, Mum prevents under- 
arm odor all day long. 


MUM 1S SAFE! Can’t irritate your skin... 
can’t harm clothes. Mum has the seal of 
approval of the American Institute of 
Laundering. Get a jar of Mum at your 
druggist’s today. Use it every day... be 
sure you're always sweet. 





» 














I DRESS FORTHE fe WITH 
OFFICE, AND MUM |g 

TAKES ONLY “ 
30 SECONDS! 
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For Sanitary Napkins 


More and more women who 
want no worries about dain- 
tiness are using Mum for 
this important purpose. And 
Mum is so gentle, so safe. 


STEPPING OUT AGAIN 


A RUSH... SINCE | LEARNED 


SMART GIRLS MAKE A HABIT OF MUM! 





TO HERSELF: 








HARRY! I'M GETTING 


ABOUT MUM 


















fAKES THE ODOR OUT OF PERSPIRATION 
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Seen at Ciro's: Henry Fonda laugh- 
ing in public. Occasion was a round 
on the dance floor with Mrs. Fonda 





Jest THYNMOLD 


for 10 DAYS at our expense! 


YOU can have that suave, smooth, 

flowing figure...that slimmer 
silhouette! Stand before a mirror in an 
ordinary foundation...then notice the 
uncontrolled waist and hips. Now slip 
into your THYNMOLD and see for yourself 
how the ugly bumps and bulging waist 
and hips are instantly slimmed out. 


Not only will your figure appear more slen- 
der, but you'll actually be able to wear smaller 
size dresses ...even in the exacting new styles! 

After wearing a Thynmold for 10 days, make 
the Mirror Test again. ..if it doesn’t do every- 
thing you expect...it will cost you nothing! 


MADE OF FAMOUS PERFOLASTIC RUBBER 


Thynmold is made $f pase Para rubber, inter- 
lined and perforated for comfort. The unique 
combination of Girdle and separate Brassiere 
gives support and freedom impossible in the 
usual one-piece foundations. Laced back 
permits adjustment for change in size. 


We want you to be thrilled with 
your new Thynmold! That’s why 
we make it easy for you to test 
Thynmold for 10 days at our ex- 
pense! SEND NO MONEY —but 
write today for complete informa- 
tion telling how you can get your 
Thynmold for only $1 down. 





Send Today for Your 
FREE COPY of 


: * Slenderize” 
DIRECT PRODUCTS CO.,INC. 
Dept. 183, 358 Fifth Avenue, New York, N. Y. 
Send illustrated folder, sample of perforated mate- 
rial and details of Trial Offer and $1.00 down plan. 














Autograph signer who's the surprise of 
Hollywood whenshestandsup. See page 
17 for tall story of Carmen Miranda 


(Continued from page 13) 


Marital Theory: As long as a rea- 
sonable amount of jealousy exists be- 
tween married folk, that marriage is 
sailing in safe waters—or so we've 
been told. If true, the William Pow- 
ell ship of matrimony is doing all 
right. 

It was tiny Diana Powell herself 
who told us the story that illustrates 
our point. 

It happened a few months ago. 
M-G-M had just handed Diana the 
script of her newest film, “Go West,” 
a Marx Brothers movie. 

As she read, she grew more and 
more amused. Finally she was shout- 


ing with unrestrained laughter. 

Husband William Powell, attracted 
by the outburst, came into the room. 

“What’s the fun?” he asked. 

“l’m reading my new script,” she 
howled. 

Mr. Powell looked at her a moment. 
“Well,” he finally said, “you never 
laughed that way at a script of mine.” 

So, you see— 


Here Comes the Bride: The bride 
will wear white satin and a long veil 
and through its folds will appear the 
lovely face—familiar to millions of 
fans—of Miss Deanna Durbin. 
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Face to face: A study in expressions. Lois 
Ranson, Mickey Rooney, Bob Hope, Judy 
Garland at Palladium Christmas Show 











Around Christmas time, on Deanna’s 
nineteenth birthday, Mr. and Mrs. 
Durbin announced Deanna’s engage- 
ment to Vaughn Paul, youthful assis- 
tant producer who worked his way 
up from assistant director. Then came 
a later announcement that on June 
9th Deanna will become the bride of 
her first and only beau. After the 
wedding the young couple will move 
into the house Vaughn has built for 
his bride. 

It was love almost from the moment 
these two saw each other. After their 
first date, there never was another 


eal Yort's Juside Stat 


boy for Deanna or girl for Vaughn. 
But somehow, out at Universal where 
Deanna, as a child entering her teens, 
made her first picture, “Three Smart 
Girls,” and made history both for 
herself and Universal, they can’t seem 
to realize little Deanna has grown up. 
At her December birthday party, held 
on the set of “Love At Last,” they still 
treated her as a child, exclaiming over 
presents and surprises as they would 
with a youngster. 

“Paul is exactly the right man for 
Deanna,” a close family friend told us. 
We understood what he meant, for 


Deanna is no Elsie Dinsmore of sweet- 
ness and light but a young lady of 
very strong will and temperament, 
stubborn at times and intolerant as 
only youth can be. 

She isn’t the easiest star to handle 
in the business. We tell you this 
honestly in order that you may better 
understand the chances for happiness 
of this pair. 

Vaughn on the other hand is quiet 
but firm, knows his own mind. 

When Vaughn must sit at a table in 
the commissary for a conference with 
producers, writers, etc., it matters not 
a bit that Deanna sits and stares. 
He goes right on quietly with his 
work. 

Yes, Cal thinks they’ll be right for 
each other. But of one thing we are 
sure: Deanna will make the loveliest 
bride Hollywood has gazed upon in 
ages. 

Here’s happiness to both of them. 


Lighter Side of Love: Eddie Albert, 
the great lover, is so worried about 
his reputation. You see Eddie plays 
opposite Joan Leslie, 15-year-old act- 





“Like every Bride | wanted 
a Lovelier Skin - and Camay 
helped me to have one” 


— Says Mrs. James L. Macwithey 


Camay’s greater mildness is a help to Every Woman 
—even to many with Dry and Delicate Skin. 
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His bride in his arms, Mr. Macwithey 
finds her blonde hair and creamy skin an 
exquisite picture. After the reception 
they left for a honeymoon at Sea Island, 
Georgia, with Camay in her luggage. 
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OW a great new improvement 

has made Camay milder than 
six of the leading large-selling 
beauty soaps, as we proved by ac- 
tual tests. Skin specialists we asked 
say that regular cleansing with a 
fine, mild toilet soap will help your 
skin to look lovelier. So why not 
let Camay’s milder cleansing help 
you in your search for greater skin 
loveliness! 










Photographs by David Berns 


Mr. and Mrs. James L. Macwithey were married at Christ 
Episcopal Church, East Orange, N. J 
about Camay, “Camay is so mild. It is just wonderful for 
delicate skin like mine. I really feel that my continued use 
of Camay helps my skin to look smoother and lovelier.” 


‘The Soap of Beautiful Women 


. Mrs. Maewithey says 
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GIRLS ! LOOK AT YOUR 




























Notice the 


and tiny cracks and cuts 


adbiohalela, 


you never knew were ther 


SEE WHY MEDICATED NOXZEMA IS 
SO WONDERFUL FOR CHAPPED HANDS 


® Chapped hands are really CUT hands—a 
combination of skin irritation, like chafing, 
coupled with tiny cracks, particularly in the 
knuckles. That's why thousands of people to- 
day are switching to Noxzema Cream for real 
relief. Because Noxzema contains medication 
to soothe and help promote quicker healing of 
red, irritated, chapped hands—help restore them 
to their normal soft, white, smooth loveliness. 


Nurses in hospitals were the first to discover 
how wonderful Noxzema is for chapped hands. 
Surveys indicate that scores of physicians and 
dentists who must wash hands frequently yet 
must keep them in good condition, use this 
medicated cream regularly. 


Make this simple test 


Try it yourself, this way! Put Noxzema on one 
hand before retiring. Feel how the smarting 
and soreness are soothed away. In the morn- 
ing, compare your two 
hands. See how Nox- 
zema has helped heal 
the tiny cuts and 
cracks. If you don’t say 
your ““Noxzema hand” 
looks softer, smoother, 
whiter—your money 
will be refunded! Get 
Noxzema at your drug- 
gist’s today while the 
special trial offer is on! 


FOR A LIMITED TIME 
ONLY you can get the 
generous 25¢ jar of Nox- 
zema for only 19¢! Try it 
today! 
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Program for the 
broadcast included 
an hour and a half 
of comedy and 
music, and a line-up 
of such world-fa- 
mous stars as these 
at the right: Doug 
Fairbanks Jr., Gra- 
cie Fields, Elsa Lan- 
chester Laughton, 
Charles Laughton 


ress who portrays a 22-year-old work- 
ing girl in Warner Brothers’ “Bashful 
Heroes.” 

Eddie and Joan had just finished a 
tender love scene the day we saw 
them. It was evident, after the scene 
was finished, that Joan was extremely 
nervous. Eddie, who is proud of his 
screen love-making, asked Joan if 
doing her first love scene with him 
made her that way. 

“Oh, no,” replied Joan. “It’s not 
that. You see I have to take a history 
test in an hour and I’m worried about 
passing it.” 

Eddie turned pink to his eyebrows. 


What Every Star Should Have: Cal 
has decided there are four things 
every star should possess to be a mem- 
ber of the Hollywood community in 
good standing. 

Item one is a farm. It may be a 
New England estate like Bette Davis’ 
newly acquired acreage in New Hamp- 
shire, or a cattle ranch like Joel Mc- 
Crea’s. It can be a dairy farm like 
Thomas Mitchell’s pride and joy in 
Oregon. Or it may be a mountain re- 
treat such as Errol Flynn maintains in 
the Malibus for the benefit of half a 
dozen horses, a herd of goats and a 
pack of lion hounds; or a ranch farm 
like cowboy Bill Boyd’s or Clark 
Gable’s; or even a pineapple farm in 







Greetings to 194I, 
Hollywood style. 
More than seventy- 
five British and 
American stars 
broadcast a special 
message to the Br't- 
ish Empire. At the 
left: Bette Davis, 
lan Hunter and 
Melvyn Douglas 





Hawaii such as John Halliday owns. 

At any rate, just so long as it can 
be called a farm it qualifies. An actor 
who can’t talk about “returning to the 
soil,” or retiring to live on the farm is 
a social outcast, to Cal’s way of think- 
ing. 

Item two is a station wagon to go 
with the farm. To adhere strictly to 
the best Hollywood form, the station 
wagon should bear the monogram four 
feet high, the brand or name of its 
owner’s country place. 

The station wagon Miss Davis drives 
to “The Great Lie” set at Warner 
Brothers studio, for example, bears 
the legend “River Bottom Rancho.” 
That’s the name Bette gave her San 
Fernando Valley home before she 
knew she was going to own a real 
farm in New England. 

The Clark Gables, the Joel Mc- 
Creas, the Humphrey Bogarts, the 
Andy Devines and scores of others of 
the Hollywood bigwigs are owners of 
appropriately monogrammed station 
wagons. 

Item three, while not an essential 
but highly desirable, is a boat. It can 
be yacht, schooner or rowboat, so long 
as it floats. Eddie Albert brings back 
as many tall tales from his cruises on 
his new sailing sloop as George Brent 
does from his voyages on his big aux- 
iliary motored yacht, The South Wind, 
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and Frank Morgan’s tales of his sea- 
going yacht are terrific. 

Even better than a boat, of course, is 
an airplane. To be a pilot who owns 
his own plane, like Jimmy Stewart, or 
an aviatrix like Olivia de Havilland 
or Margaret Sullavan, is really to 
stand out from the crowd. 


Closeups of Personalities: Carmen 
Miranda, lunching at Fox Commissary 
in the inevitable turban and wide- 
painted mouth, proves the surprise of 
Hollywood when she stands up. The 
Spanish singer from Souse America 
stands but five feet tall, or should we 
say short? It’s built-up sandals that 
gives her that height on the screen. 

Gene Markey, who is Olivia de 
Havilland’s newest beau, bowing at 
Ciro’s to Franchot Tone, who sup- 
planted Jimmy Stewart in Olivia’s af- 
fections for a while. 

Jimmy is going to the movies with 
Margaret Sullavan and her husband. 


Royalty in the Fashion World: 
Lana Turner has just realized one 
of her greatest ambitions. You’d 
never guess what it is—to wear screen 
clothes designed by Adrian, M-G-M’s 
top designer. 


Although she’s made several im- 
portant pictures at the studio, Lana 
never rated Adrian until “Ziegfeld 
Girl.” Then she received the royal 
summons to appear in his studio salon. 

With knees knocking (for clothes 
mean more to Lana than candy does 
to children), she bowed her way in. 

“Now, any color preferences, Miss 
Turner?” Adrian smiled kindly. “Here 
are the sketches. Maybe you have 
some suggestions of your own you'd 
like worked in.” 

“Oh yes, I mean, no,” Lana gasped. 
“Just anything you say, Mr. Adrian. 
I'll love everything as long as you 
design it. I honestly will.” 

Adrian, quick to sense appreciation, 
simply went to town for the little 
Turner gal. When you see “Ziegfeld 
Girl” you’ll know what we mean. You'll 
know, too, how one girl’s naive appre- 
ciation won her some of the most beau- 
tiful dresses to come out of Hollywood. 


Cal's Final Thought: Hollywood is 
sorry to say good-by to Laurence 
Olivier and Vivien Leigh who have 
left for England. Laurence will join 
the Royal Air Force and Vivien will 
aid in war work. 





Picture by Courtesy of Photographer 
John Favour, cousin of Bette Davis 


Special to Photoplay-Movie Mirror: 
One of the first finished photo- 
graphs of Bette Davis' wedding to 
Arthur Farnsworth. For scoop on 
the marriage itself, see page 57 






























HAPPY DAYS 
FOR SWEATERS! 


No fear of hot-water 
shrinking for wool- 
ens, with cool-water 
Ivory Snow! Cool 
suds help sweaters 
stay fleecy! 





the new Ivory Snow! It’s a 

wonderful cool-water soap that’s 

safe for the downy softness of 
aaa sweaters—safe for every woolen 
washable a girl ever loved! 
i This new Ivory Snow sudses 
in 3 seconds—in safe cool water! | 
No need for hot water and 





SEE! PRETTY WOOLS STAY SOFT WITH AMAZING NEW 





IVORY SNOW! 3-SECOND SUDS IN COOL WATER! 


Easy now to give sweaters safe care! 
No more worry about hot-water shrinking! 


A GREAT BIG CHEER for 


NOT A RUN IN SIGHT, 


thanks to Ivory Snow’s nightly 
care! No hot water and 
strong soap—plenty 
of cool, pure 
suds to help 
stockings 
wear! 


hard rubbing that shrink wool- 
ens. Just squeeze your pretty 
sweaters gently through cool, 
pure suds of Ivory Snow and 
watch ’em come out soft and 
fleecy! You’ll thank your stars 
for this new cool-water 
form of pure Ivory Soap! 
Try Ivory Snow today! 




















~*~ 
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LITTLE TOTS’ 
WOOLENS 


thrive on Ivory 
Snow’s safe care! It’s 
the new cool-water 
form of baby’s own 
pure Ivory Soap! 







TRADEMARK REG. U. S. PAT, OFF, 
PROCTER & GAMBLE 
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SOCIALLY ALERT 
WOMEN 
USE TAMPAX 


% ‘ =. 

“3s NOBELTS , 

3) NO PINS | 
NO PADS 





NO ODOR 


Sts LEADERS don’t just ““wonder about” 
new ideas. They try them out themselves . . . 
For instance, take Tampax—monthly sanitary 
protection that does away with pin-and-belt 
problems and maintains a perfect silhouette 
in any costume... 

Tampax was invented by a doctor, to be worn 
internally. Made of pure surgical cotton, Tampax 
absorbs gently and naturally, permitting no 
odor to form; therefore no deodorants are 
needed. No bulging, no chafing, no visible 
edge-lines. The wearer does not feel Tampax 
while it is in place. It is so compact there are 
no disposal problems. 

Tampax comes hygienically sealed in individ- 
ual one-time-use applicators, so neat and in- 
genious your hands never touch the Tampax 
at all! And a month’s supply will go in an 
ordinary purse. Now in 
three sizes: Regular, Super 
andJunior. Atdrugstores 
and notion counters. In- 
troductory size, 20¢. 
Economy package of 40 
gives you a real bargain. 












Accepted for Advertising by 
the Journal of the American 
Medical Association. 





MWG-31-A 


TAMPAX INCORPORATED 
New Brunswick, N. J. 

Please send me in plain wrapper the new trial package 
of Tampax. I enclose 10¢ (stamps or silver) to cover cost 
of mailing. Size is checked below. 


( ) REGULAR ( ) SUPER ( ) JUNIOR 
Name 

Address. 

City Strate. 
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TOR YOU 


$10.00 PRIZE 
Tall Story 


WISH Mickey Rooney would stop 

grieving because he isn’t taller. 
Greatness of ability and character 
have never been measured in height 
and some of the most famous men in 
history have been short of stature. 

Mickey’s frank, open face with its 
ability to portray many emotions, his 
genuinely friendly and engaging smile, 
his well-proportioned and _ athletic 
body—all these add up to one of the 
finest personalities on the screen to- 
day. 

He is Youth incarnate; he is Every- 
man as a boy. We need him in the 
world today and the world in return 
for his genuis for making it happy 
has been generous to him. We would 
not have you one bit different—one 
bit taller, Mickey, so don’t ever be 
unhappy about it. You may not be 
as tall as you would like to be, but 
you suit us right down to the ground! 

Ann A. BOoLIn, 
Columbus, Ohio. 


$5.00 PRIZE 
Cops and Robbers 


DD, how the little things in life 

sometimes leave the most lasting 
impression. Take the movies, for in- 
stance. That “Crime Does Not Pay” 
series is short and does not receive a 
great ovation, yet the lessons those 
pictures teach live on for years—per- 
haps a lifetime, inside every person 
who sees them. 

In my long experience with the 
Chicago Police Department, I have 
found that movies of this type have 
accomplished more than lectures in 
showing our young people the differ- 
ence between right and wrong—for 
the eyes do see what the ears some- 
time will not believe. 

So, with due credit to these movies, 
may I say—each of them is a helping 
hand to the arm of the law. 

(Officer) JosepH Liprettt, 
Chicago, Illinois. 





Mickey Rooney: "Greatness of 
ability and character have 
never been measured in height" 


$1.00 PRIZE 
A New Slant on Levant! 
SCAR LEVANT takes the acting 
honors in “Rhythm on the River” 
as the most repulsive personality in 
pictures. 





PHOTOPLAY-MOVIE MIRROR awards the 
following prizes each month for the best 
letters submitted for publication: $10 first 
prize; $5 second prize; $1 each for every 
other letter published in full. Just write in 
what you think about stars or movies, in 
less than 200 words. Letters are judged 
on the basis of clarity and originality, and 
contributors are warned that plagiarism 
from previously published material will be 
prosecuted to the full extent of the law. 
Please do not submit letters of which 
copies have been made to send to other 
publications; this is poor sportsmanship 
and has resulted, in the past, in embar- 
rassing situations for all concerned, as 
each letter is published in this department 
in good faith. Owing to the great volume 
of contributions received by this depart- 
ment, we regret that it is impossible for 
us to return unaccepted material. Accord- 
ingly we strongly recommend that all con- 
tributors retain a copy of any manuscript 
submitted to us. Address your letter to 
"Speak for Yourself," PHOTOPLAY- 
MOVIE MIRROR, 122 East 42nd St., New 
York City, N. Y. 
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Boris Karloff, Peter Lorre and Bela 
Lugosi pale into insignificance beside 
the diabolic Mr. Levant. He may even 
surpass the old master, Lon Chaney. 

Levant is a new, modern, stream- 
lined sinister type that gets under 
your skin before you know it; mas- 
querading under a cloak of malicious 
and sometime ribald buffoonery. A 
ghoul with a jester’s fool’s cap and 
stave. 

Hail to the new Bogey Man of the 
screen! 

J. Wasso JR., 
Pen Argyl, Pa. 


$1.00 PRIZE 
Redhead Gets A Break 


AST night my husband and I went 

to see “The Sea Hawk” and, while 
we’re both very much in favor of 
Mr. Flynn, it was, rather, a picture 
unheralded and unsung which cap- 
tured the imagination of the sub- 
urban audience and drew that very 
rare tribute—a hearty round of ap- 
plause—at its conclusion. The name of 
the picture was “We Who Are 
Young,” starring Lana Turner and a 
newcomer, William Shelton, and this 
picture afforded definite proof of 
something I’ve long suspected: The 
little Turner can really act! 

Lana Turner, in my estimation, is 
about the loveliest and shapeliest little 
trick ever to come out of Hollywood. 
Most of her pictures so far having 
been of the musical-comedy variety, 
there has been left no room what- 
soever for doubt as to the com- 
plete perfection of her figure; but I 
wish some of those Hollywood pro- 
ducers would please note that she also 
has one of the most expressiv> faces 
in pictures and a pair of eyes which 
seem to fill with tears quite naturally 
when the script calls for it. 

This William Shelton is a boy who 
should go a long way and the man 
who directed this down-to-earth story 
of a young couple’s struggle for mari- 
tal happiness against the odds pre- 
sented by modern America is deserv- 
ing of a lot of credit for the little extra 
touches which made this a truly out- 
standing motion picture, a picture 
which put across a very forceful 
theme that should make better Amer- 
icans out of a lot of us. 

Just because a girl is breathtakingly 
beautiful is no sign she can’t handle a 
really dramatic role. Hollywood ought 
to give my favorite redhead a break! 

Mrs. W. W. Srurns, 
Denver, Colorado. 


$1.00 PRIZE 
Hair-Do's and Don'ts 


OW do you like the Hollywood 


hair-do for men? You know— 


letting the (Continued on page 74); gyaRANTEED AS 
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PAULETTE GODDARD 


Starring in “POT OF GOLD” 
a James Roosevelt production 
for United Artists release 


FIFTH AVENUE STYLES 


Drama! Excitement! 


Glamour! Magic of Hollywood! Here 
are the shoes that have captured it 
all! A “premiere” of the latest fashion 

picture! “Technicolor” by Spring! 
“Style effects” by the daring, young 
designers of PARIS FASHION 
SHOES. Finely-made, perfect- 
fitting, audacious little shoes that 
invite “adventure to light her stars” 
for you. Write Dept. P-5, for 
your style booklet and 







Black or Brown 
gobardine. 







name of your dealer. 


WOHL SHOE COMPANY 
SAINT LOUIS 






Black, Desert 
Beige or Rancho 
Rust maracain casual. 


et ee ae 


maracain. Also > o ae 
Bive gabardine and calf. J 





LEARN HOLLYWOOD'S SMARTEST 
DANCE STEPS AT HOME— 


The Conga—The Rumba. Send for 

free illustrated booklet today. 

Address Dept. P-5, Wohl Shoe Co., 
St. Lovis, Mo. 
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FIFTH AVENUE STYLES 


ADVERTISED IN GOOD 





MARGARET 
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with 
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|(Margaret Sullavan and the 





[ JOSEPH and MARIE 


exciting new romantic screen 
| Poneees March and Frances Dee) 


ij - hry B personolity, Glenn Ford) who, 
| who prove no power on earth 3 \y , . 


on dak aie 6 | : armored only with their love, 
vi an rute frue tove: 





win their hearts’ victory! 





qs «+ Released thru UNITED ARTISTS 


Unforgettable Performances by the Year’s Greatest Cast! 
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N another page Hedda Hopper proves herself more 
courageous than ever in filling in my question- 


naire for her Super-Superlative 1941 awards. Not 
every Hollywood writer would dare to pick such classifi- 
cations as Most Beautiful, Thinks She Is; Most Likely to 
Fade Out during 1941 and Treats Fans Worst! While 
we're on this subject of awards, I too have a few to make 
in the spirit of Valentine’s Day: 

My valentine to the industry in gratitude for the type 
of pictures they have managed to turn out despite the 
loss of the foreign market. Perhaps, as a matter of fact. 
it is because of this loss that we have had such stunning 
pictures as “Rebecca,” “Pride And Prejudice,” “The 
Grapes of Wrath” and (with full realization of its faults) 
“The Great Dictator.” 

My valentine for the most timely picture goes to 
“Foreign Correspondent,” the last stirring moments of 
which gave you the feeling that it had been made the 
day before. 

My valentine to the industry for daring to produce 
shows which are not all escapist. Although much of 
“The Long Voyage Home” may be boring, it still de- 
serves a valentine for its superb craftsmanship and its 
willingness to adhere throughout to a non-formula story. 

Another valentine to the industry for facing the foreign 
issue with such splendid pictures as “Escape,” “Four 
Sons,” “The Man I Married” and “The Mortal Storm.” 

A valentine to Walt Disney for proving himself, as 
always, the pioneer. In spite of some episodes in ex- 
ceptionally bad taste (especially the bacchanalian revel 
supposedly inspired by Beethoven’s Pastoral Symphony) 
“Fantasia” is a revolution in movies and almost as im- 
portant as the discovery of sound itself. 

A valentine to Mickey Rooney and Judy Garland, who 
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alentines to Hollywood 





keep the spirit of youth alive in all Americans, young 
and old. 

A valentine to the stars for their gratis performances 
on the Screen Guild program, the profits of which are 
donated to the Guild fund 


Y most enthusiastic valentine of all to Charitable 

Productions, Inc., for making “Let The Rafters Ring,” 
to which services are donated by many famous authors, 
directors and stars so that profits may be divided between 
important British and American charities. Best known 
to us among the stars are Brian Aherne, Madeleine Car- 
roll, Ronald Colman, Errol Flynn, Cary Grant, Charles 
Laughton, Vivien Leigh, Herbert Marshall, Ray Milland, 
Anna Neagle and Laurence Olivier. 

My valentine to Bob Hope for revealing himself as the 
most urbane and consistently amusing of all screen 
comedians (and also for the many benefits he plays). 
A share in this valentine belongs to Elliott Nugent, who 
saw that Bob could be a genuine character and funny 
at the same time (in “The Cat and the Canary”). And 
while I’m about it, an extra valentine to “The Ghost 
Breakers.” 

A valentine to Philip Dorn as the year’s most promising 
young actor. 

A valentine to Gene Towne and Graham Baker for 
the cleverest publicity stunt of the year—their glamor- 
izing of Elsie the cow and introducing her as a movie 
star at a Ciro’s cocktail party. 

A valentine to Robert Montgomery who, all sour 
criticism to the contrary, still managed to perform one of 
the most courageous acts of the year when he drove an 
ambulance in France for two weeks—which is just two 
weeks longer than any other Hollywood star drove one. 





“Bogie” but he has been a friend 

for a very long time—about as long 
as any friend I have. And it has been 
the kind of friendship that is real and 
based on granite rock, because out of 
the past twenty years I doubt that we 
have been in the same place at the 
same time for longer than a few 
months. 

Friendship is a curious thing and 
abused by a great many people. 
Above all it is not possessive and 
separation has nothing to do with it. 
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DON’T know when I first met 


A friend remains a friend, even 
though 10,000 miles separate him in 
space and ten years in time. The kind 
of friend I like, the kind of friend 
who endures, is the kind with whom 
time and space make no difference. 
After ten years you can walk into a 
room and meet again and say, “Hello, 
Jim” and take up again exactly where 
you left off. That’s the kind of friend 
Bogie is and there aren’t many like 
him. 

I have an idea that all this is going 
to sound too perfect, too good to be 


true. All I can say in reply is that 
I wouldn’t be writing it if I didn’t 
believe as much as I do in Humphrey 
Bogart as a person and as a friend. 
I’m writing it because I’ve never read 
anywhere anything about Bogie that 
gave any idea of what he is really 
like and because there are a good 
many people who admire him as an 
actor, I thought they might want to 
know what sort of a person he is. 
There aren’t many like him in 
Hollywood or elsewhere for that mat- 
ter. I’ve known him when he didn’t 
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Above: On the stage with Les- 
lie Howard in "The Petrified 
Forest." Says Mr. Bromfield: 
“He had sacrificed his good 
looks by cropping his hair” 


know where his next meal was com- 
ing from and I’ve known him with 
plenty of money, and I’ve never no- 
ticed the least difference. Bogie is 
not one of those stars who was dis- 
covered overnight. He came up the 
hard way and by the time he reached 
Hollywood he was already a fine 
trained actor. 

He went into acting half by acci- 
dent because he had gone to school 
with young Bill Brady and between 
them existed the kind of friendship 
with which Bogie’s life is rich. Young 
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Bill’s father, William Brady, is one of 
America’s great theatrical producers 
and Bogie began his career with bit 
parts. Then he discovered that he 
liked the business and began to put 
his heart into it and almost at once 
they began to discover along Broad- 
way that there was a new young 
juvenile with talent. Only they hadn’t 
discovered yet that the young juvenile 
was exactly Bogie’s role. 
Nevertheless, he did very well, be- 
cause Bogie is a worker. Anyone 
who has ever had anything to do with 


After "The Pet- 
rified Forest,"’ 
Hollywood want- 
ed him. Below: 
With Ida Lupino 
in “High Sierra" 


him on the stage or in pictures knows 
that I don’t mean he’s one of those 
actors who has to carry a “mood 
chamber” about with him to sit in 
before he goes on. He belongs to that 
great tradition of actors who can rise 
from a poker game, walk on the stage 
or before the cameras and give a 
great performance. That’s because he 
is a natural actor and sincere one 
and because he has as good a sense of 
wit and humor as anyone I’ve ever 
known. 

In those (Continued on page 94) 
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Ultra-ultra Ditto 





B EST all-round man in Holly- 

wood: 
Clark Gable, because he has 
more reality and virility than 
any other actor on the screen. 
And because off screen he’s one 
of the best balanced men in 
Hollywood, a swell companion 
and an all-round friend. 


Best all-round woman in Holly- 

wood: 
Roz Russell, who’s had more hit 
pictures this last year than any 
other actress—because she’s the 
most civic-minded gal in town. 
She blends movies, society and 
citizenship. 


Most popular woman—Dame 
Rumor. Have you got one in 
your town? 


Least popular woman—Lady 
Truth, because nobody will lis- 
ten to her. 


Most entertaining man on screen: 
Jack Barrymore—because he 
never fails to kid himself, his 
profession and his public. 


Most entertaining man off screen: 
Bob Hope. 
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Rosalind Russell: 








Hedda Hopper: 


Errol Flynn: 
Perfect (—Ed.) 


Worker? 


Hardest worker: 
Male—Kay Kyser. 
Female—Hedda Hopper. 


Think they are: 
Male—Errol Flynn. 
Female—Mrs. Eddie Robinson. 


Most likely to succeed during 1941: 
Male—John Carroll. 
Female—Lana Turner. 


Most likely to fade out during 
1941: 
Male—George Raft. 
Female—Ann Sheridan. 


Done most for Hollywood: 
David O. Selznick, through 
“GWTW” and “Rebecca.” 


Done Hollywood most: 
Melvyn Douglas. 


Among the men: 
Handsomest—Bob Taylor. 
Thinks he is—Errol Flynn. 

The prettiest—Victor Mature. 
Most brilliant—Orson Welles. 
Laziest—Gary Cooper, and he’s 
made it pay dividends. 
Happiest—Andy Devine. 
Kindest—Jimmy Cagney. 





Editor's Note: Miss Hopper is given the \ 
widest latitude in her articles for Photo- 
play-Movie Mirror. Her opinions are not Q\ ( 
necessarily those of this magazine.—E.V.H. 


Orson Welles: 


Not so bad Double-header 


Among the women: 
Most beautiful—Hedy Lamarr. 
Thinks she is—Madeleine Car- 


roll. 

Best hostess—Mrs. Sam Gold- 
wyn. 

Thinks she is—Mrs. Basil Rath- 
bone. 


Best legs—Marlene Dietrich. 

Most talked about—Paulette 
Goddard. 

Most talked against—Paulette 
Goddard. 

Talks most—Elsa Maxwell. 

Says most—Anita Loos. 

Most generous—Joan Crawford. 

Wisest—Bette Davis. 


Most respected man in Hollywood: 
Bing Crosby—and you all know 
why. 


Best performance in last six 

months, male or female: 
Thomas Mitchell in “Angels 
Over Broadway,” “The Long 
Voyage Home,” and “Three 
Cheers For The Irish.” 


Most overrated performance in 

last six months: 
Tyrone Power in 
Young.” 


“Brigham 
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Paulette Goddard: 
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Tyrone Power: 
Overrated 


Lili Damita: 
Extra-special 
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Best actress: 
Bette Davis. 


Best actor: 


Mickey Mouse or Donald Duck. 


Best-dressed man: 
Basil Rathbone. 


Thinks he is: 
Adolphe Menjou. 


Best-dressed woman: 
Lili Damita Flynn. 


Thinks she is: 
Every actress in town. 


Most likely to remain a bachelor: 
Eddie Albert. 


Most likely to be a spinster: 
Edna May Oliver. 


Most likely to be married: 
Male—Bill Holden—he’s prac- 
tically hooked now! 
Female—Lana Turner—again 
and again and again. 


Biggest gloom: 
Jack Benny. Never was a wor- 
rier like Jack. Privately, I think 
he loves to suffer. 
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Bette Davis: 


Expected Unexpected 





HEDODA 


Biggest bluffer: 
Laurence Olivier. 


Best picture of the year: 
“Rebecca.” 


Worst picture of the year: 
“Moon Over Burma.” 


Most successful marriage in Holly- 
wood: 
The Charley Grapewins— 
they’ve just celebrated their 
44th year. 


Most desirable bachelor: 
Jimmy Stewart. 


Treats fans best: 
Joan Crawford. 


Treats fans worst: 
Virginia Bruce. 


Can’t take a joke: 
Practically the entire popula- 
tion of Hollywood. 


Can take a joke: 
Bing Crosby, Bob Hope, Jimmy 
Cagney, Clark Gable. Pat 
O’Brien, Mickey Rooney, 
Charles Laughton. 









Ann Sheridan: 
Almost fatal 


Charles Boyer: 
Definitely fatal 


HOPPER 


das and jeers to Hollywood with some eyebrow-raising wit 


Best sense of humor: 
W. C. Fields. 


Think they have: 
Ritz Brothers. 


Has had worst break from Holly- 
wood: 
D. W. Griffith, who started 
Hollywood history twenty-five 
years ago, but has been forgot- 
ten by practically everyone he 
helped. 


Best lover: 
Charles Boyer, by all odds. 


Off screen: 
Ditto, so I’m told. 


Thinks he is: 
Ray Milland. 


Most delightful child of star: 
ZaSu Pitts’ daughter, Ann Gal- 
lery, who has entered Stanford 
this year. 


Most annoying child of star: 
I’ll skip this one, because I don’t 
know any other group of chil- 
dren better brought up, or re- 
ceiving finer care. 
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HE CALLED HER 


MaReow 


Beginning the story of a girl who was ready to admit she was snobbish, 


spoiled—but not that she was the wrong woman for a man's best friend 


TANDING behind the steel gate 
S of the airport, Annabelle saw the 
flares light up one by one along 
the length of the flying field. The 
little plane, scurrying in from the 
west, must be Mike Harrigan’s, at last. 
The sense of excitement she had felt 
all day was now transformed into in- 
tense uneasiness. It was that feeling 
you sometimes have that the next 
minutes of your life are going to be 
of rare and terrifying importance. 

She hadn’t wanted George to wire 
Mike Harrigan. 

“Won't he object to our running 
away like this?” she had argued. 

“Of course not,” George had in- 
sisted. “Mike’s the grandest guy in 
the world. He'll just take it for 
granted that we have our reasons for 
eloping—instead of falling for one of 
those silly Hollywood weddings. You 
don’t have to worry about Mike Har- 
rigan.” 

With that sixth sense as guide, she 
was worried. 

She and Mike had never met and 
she had the strange feeling that that 
was through his wish. Heaven knows 
there had been ample opportunity. 
Several times during those unexpect- 
edly wonderful weeks on the Clark 
Studios lot, George had said, “I’m go- 


CREM TIELE 
Mie a a 
SeOMETEss 


BY 
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FRANCES 


ing to have you meet Mike Harrigan 
tonight. He’s a swell guy. Greatest 
friend I ever had.” 

Mike Harrigan had never turned 
up. 

And George Hurley had looked the 
other way when Annabelle asked why. 

“He’s finishing a picture,” George 
would say evasively. “You know how 
a director is when he’s on a picture. 
Particularly Mike.” 

And then this morning (when they 
had decided that today was the day— 
a flight to Yuma—a visit to Mr. Per- 
kins, who so many of the Hollywood 
people know to be obliging at any hour 
of the night or day), George had sent 
the wire: “Flying to Yuma with most 
wonderful girl in the world but it’s 
no kind of wedding without the grand- 
est guy in the world standing up with 
us. Get out wings and hurry.” 

They had waited at the airport, but 
there was no sign of Mike Harrigan. 
Then a terse wire had arrived: “Wait 
for me at airport.” 

George was elated. But Annabelle 
Clark, not yet out of her teens, knew 
more about people than George Hur- 
ley, well into his twenties. 

Then George had decided to go up 
to Mr. Perkins’ to make all the neces- 
sary arrangements while Annabelle 


waited for Mike’s arrival. 

The little Waco was settling down. 
Now it spun around and taxied toward 
the gate. 

Annabelle thought, “How is it that 
sometimes you know in advance 
what’s going to happen? How do I 
know that he’s going to spoil this for 
me? How do I know he’s going to 
make me regret everything I have 
ever done?” 

The engine roared to a stop. The 
man squeezed out of the little door 
and stepped down. He said a few 
words to the attendant who hurried 
up; then he squinted into the glare 
of the airfield. 

Annabelle saw that he was tall, not 
very good-looking, but easy to look at 
just the same. He was a man who 
knew where he was going and had 
stopped being afraid a long while ago. 
By the way he walked she could tell 
he was physically strong, and by the 
set of his mouth she knew that he 
never took anything from anybody— 
particularly women. 

Now he saw her and the set of his 
jaw stiffened. 

“You’re Mike Harrigan?” she said. 

He nodded. She held out her hand. 

“Tl’m Annabelle Clark,” she said. 

“T know,” he said shortly. “I want 
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"What's so wrong with me?" Annabelle asked. “I'll tell you," said Mike. 
‘I've seen a lot of dames in my time—and | think | know. You're man-poison!" 
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To Annabelle, George Hurley 
was the first person who had 
really seemed to need her 


to talk to you—right now.” 

This was it. Her instinct hadn’t 
been wrong. But Annabelle Clark, in 
those few halcyon years, had learned 
how to fight, too. Now she had some- 
thing to fight for, and no gentleman 
with a firm jaw was going to stop her. 

She turned a smile, her most en- 
dearing smile, on the gentleman with 
the firm jaw. 

“I’m so glad you came,” she said. 
“George wouldn’t hear of our getting 
married without you.” 

“Where is he now?” Mike Harrigan 
said quietly. 

They were walking towards the en- 
trance and she took double steps to 
try to keep up with him. 

“He’s gone up to Mr. Perkins’,” she 
said. “He’s the minister, you know. 
He'll marry you any time, day or 
night.” 


ER voice trailed off, for Mike 

Harrigan was staring straight 
ahead of him as if looking for some- 
thing. Suddenly he turned to her. 

“I guess this is as good a place to 
talk as any.” 

He peered down at her, scowling. 

“T don’t know why you want to mar- 
ry George Hurley, but I’m not for it.” 

She looked up at him, straight into 
his eyes. 

“Why not?” she challenged. 

“IT know all about you,” he said 
simply, “so I know you can take it 
straight from the shoulder. I’m not 
for it—on account of you.” 

It echoed in her brain. “On ac- 
count of you.” What did he know 
about her? Nothing. Nobody knew 
anything. She didn’t even know, her- 
self. 

Her eyes narrowed as she looked at 
him. She wouldn’t get angry. No, not 
now. That was her old way, the way 
of the spoiled daughter of the wealthy 
producer Holton Clark. But now, 
face to face with the one thing in the 
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world she really wanted, the chance 
to be the wife of a boy like George 
Hurley, now she wasn’t going to let 
that prodigal temper of hers get in the 
way. No! No matter what insulting 
thing Mike Harrigan said. 

This was a different kind of rebel- 
lion inside of her. Before, she had 
rebelled against Holton Clark and his 
domineering ways—yes, ever since her 
mother’s death. But those rebellions 
had been small, childish and in the 
wrong causes. 

“On account of you.” 
so wrong with me? she _ thought. 
Spoiled—is that my fault? And I 
know about it—I’m trying to do some- 
thing about it. A snob? Yes, I was— 
that was why Dad sent me to the 
ranch. Careless and frivolous? I 
didn’t know any better—and I did 
think Boots Havermill meant some- 
thing to me. Anyway, everybody 
makes mistakes. Doesn’t it mean any- 
thing that a girl has grown wise—and 
is trying? But how do you put it in 
words? It all sounds so whiney, no 
matter what you say. So you don’t 
talk. You just stand there and take 
it. Sure, why not! 

“I’m sorry you feel that way about 
me,” she said softly. 

“IT am too,” he answered squarely. 
“Because I know that George Hurley 
has got it bad. He’s a good kid. Not 
strong, but good and he deserves a 
break.” 

“I know he won’t regret picking 
me,” she said smiling. 

Mike Harrigan didn’t smile. “Why 
don’t you let him go?” 

“What does that crack mean?” she 
said evenly. 

“What do you want with him any- 
way? The kid has a great chance at 
your father’s studio—so you step in 
and complicate things for him. It’s 
not easy to make your way as a juve- 
nile in Hollywood. Wives don’t help 
any.” 

“That’s an exploded theory,” Anna- 
belle Clark said. 

“Some wives don’t help any man,” 
Mike Harrigan said relentlessly. 

She turned away toward the lights 
of the town. “George will be waiting 
for us.” 

“‘T'm flying back,” Mike Harrigan 
said. 

“George wants you there,’ 
simply. 

“IT only came because I thought 
maybe I could get you to give him a 
break.” 

“Maybe I’m conceited to say it— 
but that’s what I think our marriage 
will be.” 

He shook his head impatiently. “Oh 
stop it! That kid needs something 
different. The kind of girl he needs is 
just out of your world!” 

“What’s so wrong with me?” she 
said. The defiant throw of her head 


Well, what’s 


’ 


she said 


was somehow betrayed by the catch 
in her voice. 

‘Tll tell you. I’ve seen a lot of 
dames in my time—and I think I 
know. You’re man-poison!” 

Then he added: “Tell George I said 
‘Good luck’!” 

He turned on his heel and walked 
toward his plane. 

She watched him stride across the 
field. Her mind followed him, grasped 
his shoulder and swung him around, 
told him many things about how 
wrong he was, but her body stood 
there and she didn’t utter a sound. 


S she looked for the cab driver 

George had arranged to drive her 
to Mr. Perkins’ she was a little proud 
that she had kept her temper. That 
was a victory. She knew that later 
the things he had said would pain her 
immeasurably, but now she remem- 
bered them only as facts, as some- 
thing somebody had said to ~»mebody 
else. 

In the cab, anger returned to her 
and somehow cleansed her. There 
was only one thing to do. Who did 
Mike Harrigan think he was, anyway? 
Who was he, setting himself up to 
judge what was right and what was 
wrong for George Hurley? Her eyes 
turned sightlessly into the Arizona 
darkness. 

Her path was clear. She would 
simply tell George that Mike had to 
get back to Hollywood in a hurry— 
the picture was going on location in 
the morning and Mike had flown up 
to say “Good luck.” (He had said 
that, for a fact.) Well, it didn’t 
sound so good, but she knew how to 
make herself believe. And George 
would be the first to believe her. 

She stepped out of the cab at Mr. 
Perkins’. George ran to meet her. 
He looked so young and so eager. His 
hand coaxed his chestnut hair into 
place with (Continued on page 82) 
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\ Presenting, in our ex- 


‘ clusive full-color series, 
Deanna Durbin, star of 
“Love At Last’ and one 
of the public-spirited 
stars who appear for 
sweet charity's sake on 
the Gulf-Screen Guild 
broadcast Sunday nights, 
the Columbia network 
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THE NEW-FASHIONED LOVE AFFAIR OF LANA TURNER AND TONY MARTIN 


This experienced columnist knows a scoop when he sees it. 


This is it—the strange story he uncovered behind 


Lana and Tony's sudden headline friendship 


plenty of time beforehand to 

think it over. There will be no 
more spur-of-the-moment marriages 
for me.” 

Lana Turner seemed as sure of that 
as we are of breathing. In fact, every- 
thing about Lana these days radiates 
calm, certainty and a new assurance. 
People in and out of the studio who 
have known the emotional redhead 
for years are talking of the change 
that has transpired in Hollywood’s 
playgirl. They say it’s as though she 
had grown up overnight. Well, that 
is exactly what she did. 

We'll tell you about this transforma- 
tion of the “sweater girl” a bit later, 
exactly how and why and when it 
happened and the part men played in 
the rather cruel and sudden meta- 
morphosis. 

Then we'll come to the new Lana 
and the strange romance (strange for 
Lana, that is) with Tony Martin. 


"T pie NEXT time I marry, I'll take 


BY CAL YORK 


Perhaps some part of this has hap- 
pened to you, too. Perhaps you, too, 
were forced to give up suddenly by 
circumstances that seemed unbearable 
at the time. If so, you'll appreciate 
the story of this inexperienced girl 
in her teens who came down from 
San Francisco to Los Angeles, en- 
rolled at Hollywood High School and 
then was literally hurled into a dream 
world beyond her wildest imagination 
—the movies. 

Lana just wasn’t equipped, either 
by temperament or experience, to take 
it. And she has taken it, you may rest 
assured, has suffered, has grown and 
broadened her emotional scope so that 
it can include a grand companionship 
with one of Hollywood’s nicest people 
—Tony Martin. 

A year ago Lana wouldn’t have un- 
derstood or appreciated Tony Martin; 


wouldn’t have found pleasure in the 
simple pastimes, the love of sports and 
easy laughter that are a part of Tony. 
In fact, Lana and Tony had met sev- 
eral times in the past and then had 
promptly forgotten each other. Noth- 
ing clicked, as it did with Lana and 
Artie Shaw, as it did with Lana and 
Greg Bautzer. Nothing could click 
then, for much had to happen to Lana 
before she and Tony were to laugh 
their way through to romance. 

You might say the whole keynote 
of the romance of these two people is 
laughter. Seldom have they been seen 
when they weren’t enjoying a joke; 
when Lana, with head thrown back, 
wasn’t laughing. Several times on 
Vine Street we’ve encountered them 
lost in laughter, swinging hands or 
coming out of previews animatedly 
discussing the picture. 

We’d seen Lana with Greg Bautzer. 
We'd seen her with her former hus- 
band_ Artie (Continued on page 70) 





“OMS Sait ae lela Rata 


& 

& 
a 
2 
“ 
2 





Barbara Stanwyck and Gary Cooper 
in Frank Capra's ''Meet John Doe” 
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TWO GRAND HUMANS—BARBARA STANWYCK AND GARY COOPER—IN THEIR NEW FILM 





THE LAWS OF 


N a world where it’s smart to be 
| individual, to gain individual rec- 

ognition and impose our individual 
pattern on those around us, we forget 
the heritage of good and bad, love and 
hate, that is every human being’s and 
the simple but inescapable rules that 
govern one and all. Now and then we 
need a powerful reminder to set us 
back on the track. That reminder has 
come in the human touch of Frank 
Capra’s “Meet John Doe.” Its gentle 
philosophy has entered the lives of 
all those who have worked together 
to make the picture, Gary Cooper and 
Barbara Stanwyck most of all. And 
so we went to these two. ... 

Gary sat by the stream that ran 
under the bridge down by the sound- 
stage railroad tracks. The cameras 
were in sight, but the only sound to 
be heard for a long, quiet moment 
was the water echoing in the high- 
arched cavern. That, and the hobos’ 
fire crackling underneath a battered 
coffee pot. It was the last day of 
shooting on “Meet John Doe.” 

“Been a great thing—working in 
this picture,” Gary remarked. “Shows 
you lot of things you ought to’ve 
known all along but have kinda for- 
gotten. 

“For instance—’ (Yes, he was 
“loosening up” now and when Gary 
“loosens up” he talks plenty.) “—I 
mean things that are true now just as 
they were a thousand years ago, like 
—well, like the fact that the best 
things in life are free. 

“I know,” he went on, “we’ve been 
quoting that for quite a while. But 
the thing is, we haven’t thought much 
about what it really means. Neither 
did John Doe at first. He thought the 
most important thing in the world was 


to get his pitching arm back so he 
could get rich and famous. Then .he 
met up with a hobo that everyone 
called The. Colonel (that’s my friend 
Walt Brennan in the picture) and 
The Colonel taught John things. He 
was a hobo from choice. He called 
people who were trying their darnedest 
to make money so they could buy 
things—radios, fine houses, cars, 
country-club memberships and such— 
‘helots.’ ‘They’re slaves to things,’ he’d 
say. Seemed as though if everyone 
could stop wanting so many things— 
Hitler and Mussolini and all the rest— 
the world would suddenly find itself 
with a weight rolled off its shoulders. 


” UESS there’s a law in there 

somewhere. When human beings 
accumulate more than they really 
need, they start losing their souls. 
Seems to me time for friendships like 
John’s and ‘The Colonel’s’; time to sit 
by a stream and talk along is a pretty 
fine thing. But no one has very much 
of it these days. Everybody is too 
busy chasing after things. 

“There’s a girl in ‘Meet John Doe’ 
who is pretty cynical and hard-boiled. 
So is John, for that matter. Or they 
both think they are. And they’re 
making lots of money, which is what 
they think they want. But all the 
while something is happening that 
hasn’t a thing to do with money-mak- 
ing. They are falling in love. When 
they find it out, they realize they’ve 
got something worth more than all 
the success and hullabaloo put to- 
gether. And it didn’t cost ’em a cent, 
either. In fact, they couldn’t have 


BY MARIAN RHEA 


bought it if they’d tried, on account 
of the best things in life are free. 
That’s one law it didn’t take any 
mayors or governors to pass.” 


E set out to find that “girl who 

is pretty cynical and hard- 
boiled.” Barbara was sitting curled up 
in the big comfortable divan in the 
big comfortable Beverly Hills home 
that is hers and Bob Taylor’s. She 
began by saying: “I feel as though 
I’d seen Santa Claus.” 

This was hardly in line with a hard- 
boiled pattern, but we let her go on. 

“Of course,” she confided, “we 
learn something from every experi- 
ence. Certainly I have learned from 
every picture I’ve made. But ‘Meet 
John Doe’ is not just a picture. It is 
the drama of life itself—your life, my 
life, the lives of a million average men 
and women. And from it I learned a 
law of averages I’d almost forgotten. 
I learned all over again to believe in 
the essential good of human beings! 

“No”—she shook her head—‘lI 
don’t think I have ever been much 
of a cynic—one of those persons who 
works very hard at not believing in 
anything. Still, when I was given the 
role of Ann Mitchell, I’ll admit that 
my first thought after I'd read it was . 
not, ‘What a wonderful lesson this 
teaches,’ but rather, ‘You’re lucky, my 
girl, to have fallen heir to such a 
histrionic plum.’ 

“But that was only at first. Pretty 
soon the thing began to get me. As 
the story of ‘Meet John Doe’ opens, 
Ann is a cynic all right. She has a 
gift for writing. She can think up 
such beautiful, inspirational things for 
John Doe to say (she is, in a way, his 
‘ghost writer’) (Continued on page 71) 


LEARN SOME LESSONS IN LIFE ALL OF US “OUGHT TO'VE KNOWN ALL ALONG .. .” 
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marry now or wait until next year, 

or until after the war, or after the 
depression, or until the home was 
paid for? 

Should the unsettled conditions of 
the world of tomorrow postpone the 
love of today? 

Does marriage retard the progress 
of the ambitious young man—or 
woman? 

Is a measure of security essential 
to marital happiness? 

Olivia de Havilland and James Cag- 


|’ you fell in love today would you 


ney both chorus a hearty, healthy 
“No!” to all the above questions. 
Says Cagney, “Postponing marriage 
for any of those reasons is just like 
looking the stork in the eye and say- 
ing, ‘I don’t want to be born now— 
come back next year.’ Or it’s like 
challenging the grim reaper with a 
caustic ‘Who invited you?’ Besides,” 
he grins, and there’s a mischievous 
twinkle in his blue eyes, “science tells 
us that love lasts only twenty min- 
utes, so why wait two years?” 
“Security?” says Olivia. “Say, are 


Olivia de Havilland, star of 
Warners’ "Santa Fe Trail": 
"Security? What has 
security to do with love?" 





you talking about a love match or a 
business partnership? What has se- 
curity to do with love?” 

“Nothing,” laughs Jimmy, “if the 
girl is marrying an actor. Security is 
something an actor wouldn’t know a 
thing about. He may look forward to 
the time when he can wear old 
clothes because he wants to rather 
than because he has to, but he’d never 
actually plan on it. Anyone who 
wanted security wouldn’t choose a 
haphazard profession like acting in 
the first place and the girl who plans 
to marry an actor had betterjmake 
up her mind that “Home Sweet 
Home” is just a song. She'll be lucky 
if the guy can sing it and she'll be 
more than lucky if he can swing it!” 

“But most girls,” Olivia reminds 
him, “do not intend to marry actors.” 

“Speak for yourself, Miss Alden,” 
Jimmy replies, “but while we’re on 
the subject, can any girl marrying any 
man actually plan on security? Sup- 
pose he does have a good job, money 
in the bank, the home paid for—he 
can lose thé job, the bank can fail and 
a good tornado can make short work 
of the house.” 

“You’re a pessimist.” 

‘Tm not. I’m a realist.” 

“You’re an actor.” 

“I suppose you would marry for 
security.” 

Olivia shook her head. “No, I would 
marry for love because I am a career 
woman. I don’t believe that women 
with careers can look upon marriage 
in the same way other women do. A 
career woman may want a husband, 
a home and children, but I think most 
of all she wants what she already has 
—a career. I think most actresses 
make wonderful wives and mothers, 
but they seem to have the ability to 
let neither their husbands nor their 
children interfere with their careers. 
Since career women are like ‘that, I 
can see no reason why love should 
wait.” 

“But what about the women who 
gave up their careers for marriage?” 

“In that case,” Olivia grins, “I think 
they must have wanted marriage 
more than they wanted a career and 
it is unfair to say that marriage in- 
terfered with (Continued on page 89) 
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The subject is dangerous; the discussion startlingly 


outspoken; but we felt we owed it to young 


people everywhere to publish this article 


BY HARMONY HAYNES 


ILLUSTRATION BY MARY HORTON 


James Cagney of "Strawberry 
Blonde": “Kids today don't 
accept their elders' ideas; 
they have ideas of their own" 


















Tiniest girl in Hollywood: 
the new find, Veronica 


Lake, of “Il Wanted Wings” 





HERMAN WAS RIGHT 

So Hollywood changed her own 
very interesting name, Sherman Poole, 
to Virginia Gilmore and proceeded to 
make her over. They put bands on 
her teeth, cut her long beautiful hair 
(she could sit on it), taught her dic- 
tion and then sat back and viewed 
the results. We viewed them also in 
“Manhattan Heartbeak,” “Jennie” and 
“Western Union” with such stars as 
Cary Grant, Dean Jagger and Bob 
Young and recently with Cesar Ro- 
mero in “Fall, Dark and Handsome.” 
What’s more, Virginia is slated to 
play Bette Davis’ daughter in the 
Goldwyn screen production of that 
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James Stephenson: Bette 
Davis adores showing 
him the notices that say 
he stole "The Letter’ 
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famous play, “The Little Foxes.” 

So we know, along with Hollywood, 
just how good little Virginia is. 

Hers is a lonely sort of victory, a 
one-woman triumph, really. There 
are no friends to enjoy her success, 
to enthuse with Virginia. She wants 
none. Her relatives, including her 
mother and several half sisters and 
half brothers, live in San Francisco 
in the accepted isolation Virginia pre- 
fers. 

She’s an individualist. Always has 
been since early childhood, walking 
through life alo1.e because she want - 
ed to. It’s a fear of domination really, 
explains a person who thoroughly 
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Guy with the catchiest 
smile in town: ‘Dan Dailey 


Jr. of “Ziegfeld Girl” 


The lowdown on four smart newcomers 


who are riding high today in Hollywood 





BY SARA HAMILTON 
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understands Virginia Gilmore. 

A miniature Margaret Sullavan, 
we'd call her, without Maggie’s ca- 
pacity for yielding to life. She looks 
like Maggie and even speaks like her. 
It pleases Virginia to be told so. 

Born in Del Monte, California, un- 
der Hollywood’s favorite sign, Leo, 
she attended the Immaculate Heart 
Convent in Hollywood all through the 
grammar grades and first year of 
high school. When her family moved 
north she attended Burlingame High 
School and San Mateo Junior College. 
Then the acting bee stung her. It got 
in a real good sting when she played 
the role of May in John Steinbeck’s 
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“Of Mice and Men” at the Green 
Room Theater in San Francisco. And 
with Steinbeck directing, too. 

Other group activities followed and 
later Virginia went over to Berkeley 
to the University of California for a 
course in Little Theater work. 

To this day she doesn’t know how 
Sam Goldwyn ever heard of her, but 
one day when she returned to the 
house where the Group theater was 
housed, there was “The Letter” from 
Mr. Goldwyn. 

At first she demurred. She did have 
her heart set on New York. But a 
telephone call from the Goldwyn of- 
fice decided her and from there she 
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went to braces and haircuts and what 
not. 

She had a lisp, of all things, when 
they finally took off. the braces, so 
patiently for months she had to work 
out of that. Hollywood doesn’t know 
it yet, but she plans shingling her 
hair very short. Why, only heaven 
knows. I, for one, can’t wait till 
Goldwyn sees it. 

She lives in a tiny one-room apart- 
ment where the ice-box, stove, bed, 
chairs and practically everything folds 
up into the walls. 

She never wears slacks and had to 
diet for “Tall, Dark and Handsome.” 
She put on (Continued on page 72) 
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@ Two-fisted hero of a double-punch picture: Clark 
Gable, now making love to Hedy Lamarr in M-G-M's 
“Comrade X."" Owner of one of the most productive 
ranches in the Valley, he works hard at his f 

quietly proud of his A 


arming, is 
ome and his wife Carole Lombard 
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@ Hollywood with a home-town touch: Virginia Bruce. 
On the Universal lot she is the gilt-edged foil of 
John Barrymore in "The Invisible Woman"; as Mrs. J. 
Walter Ruben she’s the pretty girl from the Middle 
West who reads her Fargo, N. Dakota. paper every day 
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He came over the hills—this man nobody 


knew—to bring life to a boy and love to a girl 


O ONE in the hill country knew 

N where he had come from. He 

was a tall, slow-moving man 

with iron-gray hair and a face whose 
lines were all of sadness. 


Late one afternoon when the sun 
was goldening all the westward slopes 


of the Ozarks he first appeared, 
knocking on the door of the cabin 
where Jim Lane and his daughter, 
Sammy, lived. Sammy, leaning over 
Jim where he lay groaning on the 
bunk, whirled around in terror at the 
shadow in the door. “What you want?” 
she said fiercely. 

“My name is Dan Howitt—” he 
began, and then he saw Jim Lane, the 
blood seeping from a wound in his 
shoulder. He started across the floor 
of beaten earth toward Jim. 

“Don’t touch ’im—don’t you dast!” 


40 


Sammy said threateningly and put 
out one brown, none-too-clean hand 
toward the shotgun in its rack beside 
the bunk. 

Howitt paid no attention. He was 
already touching, tenderly, the flesh 
about the wound. “Hmm—hbad,” he 
murmured. 

“It’s stopped bein’ bad an’ turned 
worse.” Jim’s pale lips, in his gaunt 
face, writhed painfully. 

“I kin cure ’im,” Sammy insisted. 
“I got salve—I got cobwebs spun in 
November—” 

Straightening up, Dan Howitt looked 
at her. She was no more:than 17, per- 
haps not even that. Her tangled hair 
was bright around the small, fearful 
face and her fragile body was lithe 
above the bare feet. 

“This is no time to argue,” he said 


with a touch of authority in his voice. 
“The bullet has to be taken out. Get 
me some hot water and clean rags. 
And hurry!” 

Sammy glared at him with all the 
mountain people’s distrust of a 
stranger. But another groan from her 
father made up her mind. She turned 
and went toward the fireplace. 

Afterwards, when Jim Lane was 
resting in relief from pain, she sighed. 
“All right,” she said _ resignedly. 
“When you aimin’ to take ’im away?” 

“Take him away?” Howitt said. 
“What are you talking about?” 

“T knowed from the first you was a 
revnu’er,” Sammy said wearily. “That 
you was wellin’ my pappy to take 
him to jail.” 

He smiled gently down at her and 
she found herself wanting to 
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him. “I’m no revenue agent,” he said. 
“T had nothing to do with putting that 
bullet into your father. I came to you 
because I want information . . . I want 
to buy some land and settle down 
here.” 

“Why?” she asked in complete be- 
wilderment. 

Dan Howitt shrugged his shoulders. 
“T like it here,” was all he would say. 

“But,” she said, still suspicious, 
“folks like you don’t come to land 
what’s been corned out, or mebbe 
won’t grow no more’n unshuckable 
nubbins—with seed ticks an’ chinch 
bugs an’ whoopin’ cough . . . Why’d 
you come?” 

“Did I ask you how he got shot?” 
he asked, indicating her father. 

Sammy, suddenly embarrassed, 
hung her head. “You didn’t, fer a 
fack,” she mumbled. 

The sound of horses’ hooves, moving 
slowly along the trail outside the 





cabin, interrupted them. Through the 
twilight rode a young man, sitting his 
horse easily, lazily, whistling as he 
went. At sight of him, Sammy’s eyes 
blazed with a new anger and she ran 
like a small furious wildcat out of the 
cabin. The horse slowed to a stop. 


THE CAST 


Betty Field 
.. John Wayne 
Daniel Howitt. ... . Harry Carey 
Aunt Mollie...... Beulah Bondi 
Old Matt........James Barton 
Andy Beeler... .. Samuel Hinds 
Granny Royal... . Marjorie Mair. 
Pete...........Mare Lawrence 
Jim Lane. . Tom Fadden 


Sammy Lane..... 
Young Matt. . 


Screen play by Grover Jones and 
Stuart Anthony. Based on a novel 
by Harold Bell Wright. Produced by 
Jack Moss. Directed by Henry 
Hathaway. Copyright, 1941, by 
Paramount Pictures, Inc. 


“Howdy, Pretty,” the young man 
said and, taking his slouch hat from 
his head, dropped it on Sammy’s. 

She snatched it off and threw it 
back at him. “Keep joggin’, Young 
Matt,” she ordered. “Don’t git offen 
that horse!” 

With a laugh, he swung one long 
leg over the bare back of the horse 
and slid to the ground, towering over 
her. One hand gently pushed the dis- 
ordered hair back from Sammy’s fore- 
head. 

‘“My!—ain’t the birds a-hollerin’ 
purty tonight?” he said teasingly. 

“You an’ yore rascality!” Sammy 
fumed. “Ol Matt an’ his cussedness— 
an’ Aunt Mollie an’ her p’isen ways 


—all o’ you makin’ people a-skeered o’ 


livin’ an’ none o’ you a-carin’ any!” 

Still smiling, still gently touching 
her hair, Young Matt Matthews said, 
“The bluebirds are nestin’ all over the 
mountain. .. .” 


Fiction Version by NORTON RUSSELL 


They stood by Pete's bed, waiting... 
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wait- 


Aunt Mollie. Old Matt 





“Liquor totin’ an’ gettin’ drunk an’ 
raisin’ Jupiter to suit yourself! An 
makin’ hants come wailin’ outen the 
sumacs—cringin’ the hounds, a-fetch- 
in’ whoopin’ cough an’ misery, givin’ 
sick ’uns a soon start to die, an’ 
makin’ well ’uns dark-eyed an’ fear- 
ful! Why cain’t the dead keep their 
unhappiness underground an’ leave 
live folks be? Why cain’t she stop 
pushin’ up the grave rocks?” 

Young Matt’s hand left her hair. 
He slapped her on the face. 

“You ain’t sayin’ nothin’ "bout my 
mother!” he thundered. 

For a moment they stared at each 
other, anger beating back and forth 
like lightning between them. Then 
Young Matt’s eyes softened. He 
touched her cheek gently, where the 
ugly marks of his blow still lingered, 
and swept her into his arms, kissing 
her yearningly. 

“Oh, Matt,” she sobbed, “why d’yuh 
keep doin’ it? He was watchin’ while 
you was at the still . . . an’ they shot 
him—the rev’nuers. .. .” 

“Yore pappy?” he said in fierce sur- 
prise, and led the way to the cabin, 
moving with the swift grace of a 
woods animal. 

Jim Lane was awake now, lying 
comfortably in the bunk. 
Dan Howitt stood in the 
shadows at the far end of 
the cabin, where Young 
Matt did not at first see 
him. 

“IT was drinkin’ when I 
shoulda been watchin’,” 
Jim said apologetically. 
“They was Andy Beeler 
and two new rev’nuers 
with ’im.” 

Dan Howitt moved. 
Young Matt whirled. “Who 
is he?” he asked Sammy 
coldly. “What’s he here 
fer?” 

“He’s—” Sammy hesi- 
tated, looking fearfully at 
Young Matt’s unfriendly 
face. “He’s—my cousin,” 
she said unexpectedly. 
“He’s come here t’ live.” 

Deliberately, Young Matt 
said, “It ain’t likely fer 
strangers t’ find these parts 
a good livin’ place.” 

“This here’s Young Matt 





Matthews,” Sammy said uneasily to 
Howitt. The older man had been fill- 
ing a pipe. His fingers suddenly grew 
lax about its bowl and his jaw 
dropped. Only for an instant, and 
then he was saying, “My name’s Dan 
Howitt.” 

Young Matt turned away. “Lemme 
know c’n I do anything, Jim,” he said 
shortly to the man on the bed and 
left the room in two long strides. 


T came on, that night, to rain; but 

in the Lane cabin it was warm and 
cheerful after Sammy had prepared 
the supper of pone and fat pork. 
Howitt, standing by the window, 
asked abruptly, “Do you suppose the 
Matthews would sell me some of their 
land?” 

Jim Lane chuckled. “Quicker’n a 
fishin’ crane strikes, if yer that crazy 
to buy it. Money’s their yearnin’. But 
don’t let ’em sell you Moanin’ 
Meadow.” 

“Moaning Meadow?” Howitt asked, 
frowning thoughtfully. 

Sammy shivered, though the fire 
where she sat was warm. “That’s 
where the hant comes from,” she 
whispered. “Frogs there as quiet as 
grave rocks. Light comin’ from no- 


"Keep joggin’, Young Matt,"" Sammy or- 
dered. “Don't git offen that horse!" 


































where. An’ the trees don’t rustle .. . 
an’ the flowers grow big but don’t 
have purty smells. .. .” 

“Tt’s bad land,” Jim Lane said, “like 
everything bears the name o’ Mat- 
thews is bad—’ceptin’—” 

“°Ceptin’ Young Matt,” Sammy in- 
terrupted quickly. “He ain’t naturally 
bad. They’re the ones make ’im that 
way.” 

“They?” Howitt asked. 

Jim answered. “Them as won’t let 
the dead rest,” he said slowly. “Them 
that lays the fault to her sweet spirit 
and fills her boy with hate .. . Ol’ 
Matt Matthews, and Aunt Mollie, his 
ol’ woman ... an’ Pete, their boy— 
Young Matt’s cousin—him that ain’t 
got no brain nor hope. Young Matt 
lives along of Ol’ Matt an’ Aunt Mol- 
lie, up on Bald Knob.” 

Anger rasped Jim’s voice. 

“An’ all of ’em makin’ Young 
Matt a sick soul—raisin’ him t’ think 
he’s got t’ find an’ murder his back- 
trackin’ pappy who hid away from 
"em! An’ all of ’em guiltin’ her—she 
who never done no harm to no one 
o’ God’s critters!” 

“Who?” The whispered word left 
Howitt’s lips like a frightened traveler. 

“Young Matt’s mother. She was a 
lamp o’ kindness in this 
dark place—always a-sing- 
in’ an’ a-smilin’ like the 
angel she was... .” 

“You—knew her?” 

“T loved ’er.” Jim’s voice 
grew soft, now, with the old 
memory. “I loved ’er before 
e’er she went away to the 
city town. An’ after, too, 
when she come back here to 
born Young Matt.” 

There was a long silence. 
Howitt broke it. 

“Young Matt can’t be 
bad,” he said huskily. “Not 
and be her son . . . Not and 
have Sammy love him.” 

Sammy, blushing, did not 
answer. 

The next day, with Sammy 
as his guide, Dan Howitt 
went up Bald Knob to see 
Aunt Mollie and Old Matt 
Matthews. He found two 
bitter people, as gnarled and 
ugly as blackthorn bushes, 
who (Continued on page 66) 











The second commandment in the style business is a 


million-dollar manner. The star of Columbia's "This 
Thing Called Love" achieves this by way of a char- 
treuse satin “at home™ outfit. The knee-length tunic, 
belted with a gold lamé cord, falls over an accordion- 









pleated skirt rippled at the hemline. Gold and ruby ear 
clips match the shoulder bowknot; the slippers of 
chartreuse satin are appliquéd and embroidered in gold 
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Third step toward the well-dressed list is a spruce sim- 
plicity. A “for example" outfit is this Irene tailleur. 
Of tan shadow weave wool, it has square shoulders, long 
jacket, slim skirt. Wool arrow inset detail and pocket 
finish are cream-colored, as are the surplice crepe blouse 
and gloves. Bag and shoes are brown to match the rib- 
bon and coque feather trim of the beige felt postillion 








Requirement for p.m. fashions is flattering 
formality, i.e., Irene'’s white chiffon, flowing 
from embroidered motifs of silver thread, 
beads and rhinestones. Back drapery is 
brought forward and clasped at the (Sie 


neckline. Smart extras: Rhinestone earrings 
and white satin strap sandals. Conclusion is 
the star of “This Thing Called Love" is a 
shining example of this thing called style 





Even youthful figures demand a 
contour garment this season when 
the new fashion is the tubular 
Cigarette Silhouette. Formfit's 
""Girdleire'' and girdle styles 
accomplish just this with their 
new Scap-Hip feature (see sketch) 
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Young Marjorie Reynolds of Republic's “Robin Hood of 
the Pecos" dresses for her date in a sleeved evening 
dress of electric blue with fine lace bodice and 
heavy crepe skirt that features gathered front full- 
ness. Dress designed by Patricia Perkins, Los Angele: 
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friends that we bring you the story 
of the new Gene Raymond, the man 
who has returned from two years of 
“mysterious” seclusion to the studio 
whose contract he rejected just that 
long ago. There are those who would 
eall it “What Hollywood Can Do To a 
Man”; to us it is the story of what a 
man can do first of all to himself—and 
for himself. It is the story of a man 
who revolted and, fortunately, lost. 
For it was in defeat that Gene Ray- 
mond found himself and his perspec- 
tive on success. 

Before we talked to those closest to 
Gene, we talked- very briefly to the 
man himself. We already knew that 
RKO had hurried to take up his op- 
tion upon the completion of his come- 
back picture, “Cross Country Ro- 
mance.” We knew the studio was plan- 
ning bigger breaks for him, that as a 
first move, they had handed him a role 
in “Mr. and Mrs. Smith,” the new 





T is largely from a handful of 





Carole Lombard-Robert Montgomery 
opus. We knew that a quiet guy 
with a three-cornered smile had been 
given a rousing welcome by a sneak 
preview audience in an unpretentious 
picture. We knew the welcome ran 
through the whole hard-boiled studio 
setup. 

Now we know the “why” of all these 
things. For we found, as we talked to 
Gene himself, a change as great in the 
off-screen man as the audience had 
found in the actor. 

Gone, first of all, were the cagey re- 
serve, the tense wide smile, the eager- 
to-appear-friendly handshake, the 
quick lithe walk and the fabulous 
blend hair. Here wis a relaxed, in- 
terested-in-you young man with a 
smile in his eyes that matched the grin 
with which he said “Hello.” A guy 
with close-cropped, darkened hair, 
who admitted readily its color got 
brushed into it. Here was the actor 
who used to blow up resentfully at any 


He came to tell her, thinking he 
was confessing failure. Jeanette 


MacDonald's answer was ready, warm, 
sincere: “Oh, Gene, I'm so glad!" 


mention of his hair, now saying calm- 
ly, “Sure, I brush the stuff in it every 
day. If they don’t want blonds on the 
screen, they don’t want blonds!” 

Here was the actor who had once 
told us seriously and carefully and 
with a grim sincerity that he had lived 
his entire life according'to plan. Who 
had said, “Everything I do is planned. 
Always has been, since I was a kid. 
I won’t marry until I retire. A man 
should make as much of a career of 
marriage as a woman. I know myself 
and I won’t play a scene unless I think 
it’s right for me. I'll argue that with 
a director any day. If I can’t get the 
parts I want, I won’t work.” 

The last is exactly what happened. 
He grew tired of the wisecracking 
roles to which he’d been assigned. He 
said a definite “No, thank you” to a 
contract that most actors would have 
given their eye teeth to have been 
offered. When friends tried to advise’ 
him to take (Continued on page 98) 




























A favorite Lindy Hop 
variation by Jackie and 
Bunny is shown in the 
two pictures at the right 





Bright examples of 
the new dance are 
Jackie Cooper and 
Bonita Granville. 
In the two pictures 
below they are doing 
the off-beat fox 
trot (see diagram 
and text explanation) 










of Off-Beat Fox Trot 
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Boy Starts Here 
(Girl Does Opposite): 
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HERE’S a dance in America to- 
T as for which even the Greeks 

would have trouble finding a name 
—but not the Americans. The East- 
erners call it the Slow Lindy Hop; on 
the West Coast it’s the Balboa, because 
all such steps start at the Rendezvous 
Ballroom in Balboa out there. We 
don’t know what they think they’re 
doing in the corn belt. 

If you’re still just fox-trotting with 
variations of the Charleston or the 
hoary Big Apple, you’d better get 
busy. Just turn the radio dial until 
you've got the music—Kay Kyser, 
Glenn Miller, Artie Shaw. 

Our guest stars this month are 
Jackie Cooper and Bonita Granville. 
They’re just going to dance, the way 
they would, and we’re going to tell 
you what they’re doing and how to do 
it too. 

Let’s leave a name for it to future 
historians, eh? 

The original fox trot was the simple, 
four-beat step done in a brisk fashion 
to fast or popular music. One two, 
three, four, and repeat. Then you 
maintained the step through turns or 
whatever variation you felt like 
making. 

But when jazz turned into swing, 
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If you're still just fox-trotting along, you 










better wake up. There's-a new dance swinging 


across America—and here's how you do it 


Conducted by HOWARD SHARPE 


PHOTOGRAPHS BY HYMAN FINK 


the subtle change of emphasis from 
the down-beat to the off-beat gave 
all the guys and gals an impulse to get 
a different rhythm into it. So they 
started holding—waiting—on the first 
beat; then they gave a little acknowl- 
edgment of that kind-of-neglected first 
beat with a quick touch of the toe 
to the floor and went right on. 

Now that off-beat step is the basis 
for all modern dancing to popular 
music. From it came such variations 
as the Lindy Hop, first fast and then 
slow; the Balboa, which is more of a 
shuffle variation; and all the jitterbug 
steps. 

Dorsey’s “Melancholy Baby,” or 
better yet, Artie Shaw’s platter of 
“Begin the Beguine,” is what to stick 
on the phonograph. Turn the knob to 
“repeat” and stand facing each other. 
We’re going to give the man’s routine; 
you girls learn to do it backwards, 
starting on the other foot. 

At the beginning, we'll just worry 
you with the actual steps, starting with 
that basic pause-and-catch-it-up fox 
trot above-mentioned and working 
into the slow Lindy Hop, the Balboa 
and anything else you want to make 
of it. After you’ve learned these you 
can cope with the instructions that 
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Ground Plan for Basic Step 
of Slow Lindy Hop 
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Boy Starts Here 
(Girl Does Opposite) 


The Granville- 
Cooper version 
of the famous 
Balboa is shown 
in the three pic- 
tures on this 
page. See text 
for directions 










turn them from walking steps into 
honest-to-pete dancing about which 
friend Arthur Murray would probably 
say: “That’s the speed, boy, that’s the 
speed.” 

Now look at the diagram on the left 
side of the opposite page. Start follow- 
ing the steps for the basic off-beat fox 
trot, counting to the rhythm of the 
music, One, two, three, four—empha- 
sizing the off-beat. Just walk forward 
for a while until you’re used to it, 
then, on the count of one, instead of 
taking a step, just tap your left toe 
very quickly on the floor without put- 
ting any weight on it; then step for- 
ward for the count of two on your left 
foot, forward on your right foot for 
the count of three, forward left foot 
on four; then, for the second group of 
four, do the tap on your right foot for 
Count 5, step forward on Count 6 with 
the same foot, shifting the weight to 
it—and so on. 

Try doing this backward, and then’ 
in a simple square. In the pictures 
(1 and 2) Jackie and Bunny are doing 
the square and of course you simply 
turn right or left in the same rhythm, 
never breaking the step at all. Final- 
ly, when you're proficient, you'll be 
able to (Continued on page 88) 
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We acknowledge with grati- 
tude the careful check which 
was given this feature by 
the Arthur Murray Studios 
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Two men in her life: Louis B. Mayer who 
has Greer under contract; Benny Thau, 
_producer who has an option on her dates 


It is said that a woman never forgets her first 


love. 


It was fortunate that Greer Garson never 


could; for that was what saved her in the end 


Official approval of this 
story: Greer, in costume for 
"Blossoms In The Dust," poses 
with author Ruth Waterbury 


N London, despite the depression of 
| the early 1930’s, despite her youth 

and femininity, the redheaded, 
green-eyed Greer Garson, out of 
Scotland on her father’s side and out 
of Ireland on her mother’s, had been 
a business success. No one could pos- 
sibly have looked less the successful 
young business executive, yet she was 
all of that those early 1930’s, talking 
glibly in glib advertising terms in 
a great, international advertising 
agency, earning a fat fifty dollars 
weekly, making her own way and 
snaring the fancy of every man she 
encountered. 

That was the outer Miss Garson. 
The inner Miss Garson was still the 
disillusioned girl who had been turned 
down by the young man she adored 
because she had no money. He had 
none, either, and he wanted money. 
So he had told her he simply must 
marry an heiress. He did, too, even 
though telling you that is getting 
ahead of our story. 

There are two reactions to heart- 
break. One is to go down under it, 
to be a boring object of pity the rest 
of one’s life. The other is to take the 
idealism of that unrequited love and 
use it as a foundation for a life of 
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BY RUTH WATERBURY 


achievement and inspiration. Greer 
Garson thanked her stars that she was 
not born in an earlier century when 
marriage and domesticity were the 
only possibilities for a woman. She 
had. foolishly imagined her happiness 
was conditioned on the inclination of 
one other human being; if that was 
denied, why then, she was armoured 
against ever repeating such an error. 
Love was not for her. But there were 
careers to be had. She had a good 
education, wide interests and the 
blessed necessity of earning her own 
living. 

Thus when she finally got the 
chance to enter the Birmingham 
Repertory Theater, she took it with- 
out so much as a backward glance at 
her business career. It earned her 
much less money. It demanded much 
more work. Her original contract was 
good for only one play at a time, 
meaning she might be out of work 
after one week. It meant leaving 
London and her mother and living 
alone in a strange boardinghouse in 
a strange, unbeautiful city. Never- 
theless, she was in ecstasy—for about 
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She's pert: Greer with 
Laurence Olivier in 
“Pride And Prejudice" 


i 


She's tender: With 
Robert Donat in 
her American debut, 


"Goodbye, Mr. Chips" 


three days. The girls in her business 
office gave her a jade green-dressing 
gown and a make-up box (she still 
uses both, which will show you how 
deeply sentimental she is) and she : 
went off to Birmingham in a cloud of 
glory expecting to knock the theater 
people silly with a glance. 

The theater people, who were pro- 
fessionals, did what professionals al- 
ways do to talented, uppity amateurs. 
They knocked her ears down. They 
slapped her back to her own size. She 
was so elegant, so unconsciously pat- 
ronizing, there was so much pure, un- 
cured ham in her that she was tagged 
“The Duchess of Garson.” There was a 
stage manager who particularly ragged 
her. He would ask, sarcastically, 
when he gave the company general 
directions, “Duchess, will that be all 
right for you?” He would murmur, 
scathingly, when she did not under- 
stand all his directions, “You Bachelor 
of Arts with first class honours, is 
this being too difficult for you?” Yet 
she survived, this sensitive, hitherto 
cloistered, spoiled Miss Garson. 

She lived in what the English call 
“digs” and what we call furnished 
rooms, with the other girls of the 
theater. They gave her a load of 








the facts of life, too. With the brutal 
reality of theater people, the girls told 
her she was not at all beautiful. They 
conceded she had a fine figure (Greer 
still calls it “figger,” which is about 
the only English-ism still left in her 
speech), they grudgingly acknowl- 
edged that she had brains, but they 
said there was simply no hope for 
that face of hers. “It’s like a pussy- 
cat’s,” said one, “eyes, brow, nostrils, 
cheekbones, mouth—everything goes 
up.” Oddly enough, it was three years 
later that Noel Coward remarked to 
her, “You’re lucky, you have the best 
possible mask for an actress—every- 
thing goes up—it should.” 

Greer not only survived at Bir- 
mingham, but triumphed, and learned 
much. Her first role there was that of 
a middle-aged Jewess in “Street 
Scene.” She played it with a wig 
and an accent and she was so success- 
ful that the critics remarked she 
would go far “if she can get over 
her racial characteristics.” This gave 
her great zest for her next role in 
which she played the typical young 
adventurous girl that she was, half 
Irish, half Scottish, and utterly English 
by upbringing. 

She remained at Birmingham for 
two seasons. With an ability rare in 
an actress, the ability to see herself 
mockingly, she now says, “I was al- 
ways overworked; we all were. I 
never got sufficient rest or food. I 
was often miscast but never downcast! 
It was a very happy time.” 

As the result of her Birmingham 
experience, she was cast for the lead- 
ing part in George Bernard Shaw’s 
“Too Good to Be True,” which was 
to tour the provinces. Her seventh 
heaven of delight was rudely broken 
in on by a return attack of her child- 
hood trouble, tonsilitis. Playing the 
last two weeks of the show with a 
temperature mounting in the hun- 
dreds, she collapsed and was hustled 
to a hospital. After that siege was 
over, she found her career was also 
virtually over now that she wanted to 
try for a London play, for no pro- 
ducer could be found who would take 
a chance with an unknown girl. 


T this point our actress suddenly 
upped and married a barrister, 

but this was neither so sudden nor so 
inconsistent as it seemed. He was a 
brilliant and charming young man 
who had courted her steadily from the 
days when she was still at school and 
he was writing poems about her in 
the undergrad magazines at Cam- 
bridge where he was studying law. 
Now he was home on leave from 
India, where he was a Judge in the 
Civil Service Courts. He was the 
first man who promised that if she 
married him he would not ask her 
to give up the theater—if she did not 


want to live in India, well, she should 
visit him there from time to time and 
continue to live and work in London. 
Greer pondered this slightly crazy 
idea for months—would it be fair to 
each of them?—would it work out 
happily? Finally persuaded that it 
would, she married him and they 
toured France and Germany together. 
On their return there was a‘surprising 
change of heart—of two hearts. He 
demanded that she should come to 
India and settle down there per- 
manently. She wanted only—her free- 
dem. It was an unhappy impasse. 

Greer is not willing to discuss this 
brief marriage beyond the word “in- 
compatibility.” “Had our paths not 
diverged so soon,” she said, “possibly 
the separation might not have been 
final, but fate was against us in that— 
he went back to his work in the law 
courts in India, I was drawn again 
into the theater.” 

That season’s engagement was spent 
playing understudies, walk-ons, bits, 
anything—at the Open Air Theater. 
“Tt was a lull in my career,” she 
mused. “But there were compensa- 
tions—the long rehearsals in the sun- 
shine, the strange beauty of the tree- 
bordered stage, the players, the music 
under a starlit sky.” 








She'd rather talk than eat. But 


she'd rather eat than sleep—be- 
cause if she's asleep, she might 
miss something. Who is it? 


It's Roz, of course—self-styled 
"The Flying Russell" 


For an all-around tonic read 
the uproarious life story of Hol- 
lywood's Eleanor Roosevelt— 
ROSALIND RUSSELL 
Beginning next month 





Greer’s big break came in charac- 
teristically unexpected fashion. She 
dined one night in London, at the 
University Women’s Club, of which 
she was a member, and encountered 
Sylvia Thompson, the novelist. They 
had never met, but Miss Thompson 
came over and introduced herself. “I 
believe you are just the girl for the 
lead in a play I have written,” she 
said. “Will you do it?” 


The play was called “The Golden 
Arrow” and Laurence Olivier was the 
leading man in it. Greer’s part was 
exciting, that of a gay and vivacious 
American girl. The play closed in 
three weeks, but Greer was launched 
as a London actress from that time 
forward. 


ROM then on she never stopped 

working for three -solid years ex- 
cept for two weeks’ vacation. Within 
a month, she was the toast of all 
London. The beauty the Birmingham 
girls had not been subtle enough to 
see, London was delighted with. The 
figure they had praised was now mag- 
nificently dressed, daringly displayed. 
Within a year Greer was a star. Witlr- 
her mother, she moved into an en- 
chanting apartment off Berkeley 
Square. Now, for the first time in 
their lives, they had more money 
than they needed, they had all the 
comforts to which their birth had 
entitled them but which they had 
never been able to afford before. 

As for love, Greer put that behind 
her. The insistent cables from India 
piled up on her dressing table and 
she dared not answer them. Insistent 
letters piled up on her night stand and 
she didn’t risk opening them. After 
begging again and again for a divorce, 
she was trying in these little ways to 
get some surcease from her anomalous 
situation. For those three swift ex- 
citing years there was no man in 
her life, nor did she want any. Her 
work was all of her and she was al- 
most completely happy. 

It was at the very end of those years 
that Mr. Louis B. Mayer, head of 
Metro-Goldwyn-Mayer, and a group 
of his executives saw the play in 
which she was then starring and got 
in touch with her concerning going to 
Hollywood. She had no wish at all 
to do so. London was giving her all 
the success she wanted. She could 
not bear the thought of leaving it. 
But while she was still hesitating over 
the Metro offer, she got word from 
India that the man she had married 
was on his way back to England. 

In a panic Greer sought her escape. 
After a single interview her movie 
contract was signed. She took the next 
boat for America. 

In Los Angeles she stepped off 
the train calmly, not exactly expect- 
ing flowers to be strewn in the streets 
for her arrival, but thinking, nonethe- 
less, that it would be very pleasant 
if they were. Instead, she was met by 
a couple of nice young press agents 
who barely knew her name and was 
taken out to Metro-Goldwyn-Mayer 
where they knew her name, all right, 
but nothing more. Somebody found 
her a house. She and her mother 
unpacked their fourteen trunks. their 
book of (Continued on page 64) 
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Bette's “Farny": Arthur 
Farnsworth, aviator, 
violinist, sportsman 


Photoplay-Movie Mirror stopped its presses to bring you this 


exclusive—the information you could not find in the newspapers 


Ww word was flashed to a 
thoroughly unexpectant world 
that at eight o’clock New Year’s Eve 
in the ranch home of Mr. and Mrs. 
Justin Dart at Rockrim, Arizona, 
Bette Davis had become the bride 
of Arthur Farnsworth, one question 
was uppermost in the mind of every 
one: Who is Arthur Farnsworth? 
What does he do, what is he like, 
that he should win the hand of the 
screen’s finest actress and Hollywood’s 
most regular person? To answer this 
Photoplay-Movie Mirror stopped its 
presses and went to many sources to 
bring you a complete picture of the 
man and the event about which you 
all want to know. 

Just a year before, to the very day, 
Jane Bryan, Bette’s friend and pro- 
tegée, had said good-by forever to 
Hollywood when she married the man 
she loved, Justin Dart. Now, in Janey’s 
home, Bette was taking her vows and 
in a way was saying good-by, too, to 
many things—to struggle and heart- 
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ache and the intense concentration on 
work that she had previously placed 
above her personal life and happiness. 

Bette was coming home again—to a 
life of peace with the man she loved, 
Arthur Farnsworth. 

She met the tall and handsome 
34-year-old New Englander two years 
ago when, weary to the point of 
complete exhaustion after strenuous 
years of picture-making, she went 
East for a rest. 

First she had traveled to Boston and 
then on to the home of a school friend 
of her mother’s at Bascom for several 
weeks. But still jangled nerves had re- 
fused to quiet down. Then she had 
remembered her mother’s words as 
she left Hollywood, “If you feel your- 
self falling to pieces, go to Peckett’s 
Lodge in Franconia, New Hampshire. 
You’ll find rest there.” 

At the very sight of the Lodge, so 
peaceful and quiet, Bette indeed felt 
the cares of mind and body drop away. 
She knew that at last she had found 





what she was seeking. 

“Without a question, these kind peo- 
ple let me come home as one of them. 
They, stern Yankees all of them, ac-° 
cepted me, an actress, without a 
qualm. They asked no questions, made 
no demands. I dressed as I pleased, 
wore no make-up and revelled in 
peace. Ruthie, my mother, had been 
right,” she said. 


ERE she met the man who was 
to be her husband, for the assist- 
ant manager of the Lodge during the 
summer was Arthur Farnsworth. He 
was a light-haired chap with blue 
eyes, a well-groomed six-footer, rather 
stocky but very handsome. Typically 
New England, he had a natural charm, 
an easy sense of humor; a man’s man, 
he was marked by a poise that had 
been acquired through his extensive 
travels. 
The son of a retired and well-to-do 
dentist in Rutland, Vermont, he had 
been educated (Continued on page 76) 
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BEHIND THE CURTAIN IN 


plot pwoed Breaitiy Fonlors 


slid down Hollywood’s most 

famous boulevard at dusk and 
on past the beauty center—oh, defi- 
nitely past. Half a block away the 
limousine stopped and out of it you 
might have seen step—if you could 
have seen at all in the half-light— 
one of the greatest male stars in pic- 
tures. Thirty-to-fortyish he was, with 
an advancing waistline and retiring 
hairline. Quickly he looked up and 
down the boulevard, then sauntered 
nonchalantly back toward the beauty 
clinic. At the driveway he suddenly 
turned and slipped into the back en- 
trance of the building. 

Shocking that a man should go to 
a beauty parlor? Not in Hollywood. 
In fact, the Westmore salon has a 
large and flourishing men’s depart- 
ment to which the male population 
flocks in broad daylight. The point in- 
volved in the incident in the dusk was 
that the beauty establishment special- 
ized in rejuvenation rather than 
grooming. Actually there was no stig- 
ma attached to the star’s call, merely 
an admission—but a fatal one. 

For if you must know, age is the 
real bogieman of the glamour city. 
Everything must be beauty and youth; 


\ LONG sleek greyhound of a car 


Item |: The famous cowboy 
star who has permanent 
waves to give his hair body 

















if necessary, fake the former and lie 
about the latter. Which brings to mind 
Oliver Herford’s classic couplet on 
Wordsworth’s “Ode to Immortality”: 
“Heaven lies about us in our 
infancy— 
We lie about ourselves in later 
years.” 

The beauty business in Hollywood 
is a tremendous seething sub-surface 
industry, second only to cameras and 
celluloid. Although there are approxi- 
mately two hundred beauty shops in 
town, most of the big names of the 
picture world patronize half a dozen 
beauty parlors. There is, for instance, 
the House of Westmore which is op- 
erated by Perc Westmore and his trio 
of brothers, Wally, Ern and Bud. All 
of the Westmores are top-notch studio 
make-up men. Here the stars consult 
a fortuneteller, Louise Lockridge, by 
appointment. While waiting for their 
fortunes, manicures or hair-dos, pa- 
trons are served afternoon tea or cof- 
fee on the house. During the course of 
a week you might see in the Westmore 
salon such famous personalities as 
Jeanette MacDonald, Ann Sheridan, 
the Lane sisters, Louella Parsons, 
Margaret Lindsay, Virginia Bruce, 
Mary Pickford, Bette Davis, Olivia de 
Havilland and Kay Francis. 

Down Sunset Boulevard just a few 
blocks from The House of Westmore 
is the Ann Meredith Beauty Parlor, 
one of the oldest and most favored of 
the Hollywood shops. This is owned 
and operated by Mrs. Evelyn Cassidy. 
In the back of her shop is a patio 
where customers may eat their lunch 
between beauty courses. 

Although the girls at Ann Mere- 
dith’s are accustomed to seeing such 
famous customers as Carole Lombard, 
Joan Crawford, Mrs. Darryl Zanuck, 
Countess Di Frasso, Marlene Dietrich, 
Joan Bennett and her sister Connie, 
the place was in a hubbub the after- 
noon I was there. Mrs. Eleanor Roose- 
velt was having her hair and nails 
done. The First Lady of the Land 
completely won over the corps of help. 





Item 2: One of the greatest 
male stars in pictures who 
slips in the back doors of 
beauty shops at twilight 


The girls said she was so gracious 
and had so much personality one for- 
got she was no glamour girl. 

To the shop of Flo Haley, wife of 
Jack Haley, stage and screen come- 
dian, come such celebrities as Bar- 
bara Stanwyck, Rosalind Russell, 
Mrs. Ronald Colman, Mrs. Herbert 
Marshall, Mary Livingston, Lupe 
Velez and a host of others. Flo it was 
who installed a bar from which a 
maid serves vegetable juices or soft 
drinks right off the ice. If anything 
stronger is wanted, it may be ob- 
tained from the near-by Brown Derby. 

The Max Factor’ establishment, 
world-famous for its make-up which 
has been on the market for years, is 
now the center of the hair business— 
true or false, but especially false. 
Some of the most effective hair styles 
in recent pictures have originated at 
Factor’s from a switch here or a wig 
there. Did you know, for instance, 
that Ginger Rogers’ hair in “Kitty 
Foyle” was a wig? And the “figure 
eight” worn by Norma Shearer in 
“Escape” was a $150 switch which has 
started a new vogue among film col- 
ony upper-crusters. 

Also, Factor makes Hollywood’s 
most famous toupees—“hair pieces,” 
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If Hollywood beauty opera- 
tors formed a syndicate 
they'd put the Winchells 
out of business. Here's a 


sample of what they know 


BY FRANCES MORRIN 


they are officially called. Not only 
are these worn by a number of men 
in pictures, but by many playboys and 
big businessmen about town. The 
boys seem to have one great worry 
and that is the danger involved in 
drinking alcoholic beverages. Alcohol, 
it seems, working through the pores, 
dissolves the spirit gum which holds 
the hair piece on the head. Witness 
the plight of the middle-aged play- 
boy who took his girl friend to La 
Conga. After a few drinks the crowd 
started to do the Conga. Our lad, 
weaving gaily in and out, caught his 
hair on the sleeve of his coat and sud- 
denly found himself wearing his secret 
on his sleeve. 


N the parlors pretense is abandoned 

to the winds because women know 
they can hold no illusions for their 
beauty operators. As one girl told me, 
“All women let down their thoughts 
as well as their hair when they come 
into a beauty shop. I’ve worked all 
over the country, and I’ve learned that 
most women will tell their innermost 
secrets to a beauty operator and ask 
her advice about their problems. This 
is particularly true of Hollywood. 
Why, if the beauty operators here 
were to form their own syndicate 
we'd put the Walter Winchells, Hedda 
Hoppers and Ed Sullivans out of 
business.” 

Strong friendships often result be- 
tween patron and operator. For ex- 
ample, one afternoon I was having a 
manicure when an attractive woman 
I recognized as the wife of a certain 
box-office star stopped at the table 
and showed the telegram she had in 
her hand to my manicurist. The girl 
smiled and said, “Isn’t that nice?” 
After the woman had gone the mani- 
curist exploded, “Aren’t men heels?” 


Hollywood enterprise: Clients 
can i their fortunes told, 
be served cool soft drinks 
from a specially set-up bar 
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It seems that the telegram was from 
New York, signed by the woman’s 
husband and was one of those darling- 
I-miss-you-so-be-home-in-a-couple- 
of - days - much - love missives. My 
manicurist continued _ indignantly, 
“She’s such a grand person and he’s 
such an overstuffed rat! He isn't in 
New York. Just last night I saw him 
at one of the lesser known night clubs 
with another woman! Some stooge 
sent that wire for him.” 


One amusing incident I heard in my 
travels had to do with the sweetheart 
of a certain studio executive and an 
unsound-proof beauty parlor. While 
she was having her hair done she pro- 
ceeded to shout in no uncertain terms 
what she thought of her boy friend’s 
boss. Sitting in the next booth, the 
wife of the boss heard the entire 
broadcast. A week later the executive 
didn’t live there at the studio any 
more. Yes, Hollywood history is made 
in beauty booths. 


UITE the most refreshing episode 

I struck on my beauty parlor 
beat concerns a star celebrated for 
both her arrogance and her sense of 
humor. One morning she breezed 
into her favorite shop to get ready for 
a current heavy date that evening and 
found the operators a-twitter over Bill 
Powell’s sudden marriage 
to pretty Diana Lewis. “It 


of the shop was from Paris and in- 
formed Mlle. Simon she could go to— 
well, France, or words to that effect. 

The day and night service many of 
the beauty operators give is rewarded 
by the stars with thoughful gestures. 
Marguerite Stemper, a favorite facial 
operator and an oldtimer in the 
Hollywood beauty business, was in a 
pleasant dither the day I talked to her. 
Carole Lombard had sent her a beau- 
tiful padded robe; Sigrid Gurie, an 
expensive bottle of perfume. Norma 
Shearer has kept the daughter of one 
of her favorite beauticians supplied 
with clothes. Jenny Landry, who did 
the late Jean Harlow’s hair for years, 
has never removed the slender gold 
anklet which Harlow herself fastened 
on. 

Louella Parsons is very generous 
with her tips and gifts. Once she gave 
an operator a $5 tip and then discov- 
ered she didn’t have taxi fare home. 
So she borrowed the money back and 
sent the girl a check the next day. 

One time Joan Crawford, who for 
years had Syb Eaton for her hair- 
dresser and Dolly for her manicurist, 
overheard the two girls discussing an- 
other operator whom Joan didn’t even 
know. This girl had had a long siege 
of influenza which had left her lungs 
in a weakened condition and the doc- 


tables, massage tables and so forth. 
As a time-saving device Joan Craw- 
ford used to have her hair waved for 
work the next day while she was eat- 
ing dinner at home. Many’s the guest 
at the Crawford ménage that has had 
a splash of waving fluid in his or her 
salad. If Joan happened to be going 
out, she tied on her green hair net and 
donned a wig to save the hair-do for 
production purposes next day. 
Margy Stemper has frequently gone 
to the Gable home at night to give 
Carole a facial just before she went to 
bed. Carole, says Margy, has facials 
to make her relax instead of having a 
massage as many of the stars do when 
they are working hard. 


HE charge for this work done out- 

side the shop varies somewhat, but 
is at least double the cost in the shop. 
One star sent for her favorite mani- 
curist to do her nails on the set at the 
studio because she was going to a 
party that night. This particular 
establishment charges a straight $3 an 
hour from the time the girl leaves the 
shop until she returns. What with 
waits between takes, this one mani- 
cure turned out to be a costly little 
item—$35 to be exact. 

One very popular indoor beauty 
sport in Hollywood is growing finger- 
nails to staggering lengths. 
Juliette Marglen, who is 





can't—it simply can’t be 
true!” she gasped and 
dashed for the telephone 
to call one of Bill’s friends. 
When she came back she 
said, “Well, girls, I'm 
simply terrific when it 
comes to holding my men. 
If I weren’t a woman who 
meets her obligations I 
wouldn’t go ahead with 
this appointment for a hair 
set because the guy who 
should have been looking 
at the moon over these 
waves will be gazing into 
the eyes of the new Mrs 
Powell!” 

Displays of the much- 
touted star temperament 
are almost unknown be- 
hind the beauty masks 
where you’d most expect 
it. In the local beauty parlor annals 
there are just two who were told off 
for bad behavior: Simone Simon and 
Francesca Gaal. Francesca demanded 
that a hairdresser do her hair over 
three different times and when she 
still wasn’t satisfied, the owner asked 
her please to go and make it perma- 
nent. Simone on the other hand had 
her attack of temperament over a 
manicure. She let loose a Gallic storm 
which was promptly blown right back 
into her face with a torrent of French 
as stout as her own. The proprietor 
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Read the fascinating and exciting 
full-length story of James Stewart's 


and Hedy Lamarr's next picture 


COME LIVE WITH ME 


She didn't know whether or not 
to accept his invitation. What 


would you have done? You'll 


have your chance to see in the 


April PHOTOPLAY-MOVIE MIRROR 





tor had told her she should go to the 
desert. Crawford paid for the girl’s 
care until she was well. Now Joan’s 
prize possession is the clock Syb and 
Dolly gave her. The clock has the 
letters of her name around the dial. 

Often the stars send for their 
favorite operator to give them treat- 
ments at home when they are hard 
pressed for time. For this purpose 
Rosalind Russell, Lupe Velez and 
Connie Bennett all have little rooms in 
their homes completely outfitted with 
professional shampoo bowls, manicure 


now with Westmores’, dis- 
covered a wax treatment 
for the nails which makes 
them grow long and strong. 
Her own are a good inch 
and a quarter long and, 
heaven help me, she has 
little red foxes on the 
thumbnails and flowers on 
the rest. These decorations 
are put on with paper 
transfers over the polish 
and then covered with a 
coat of transparent sealer 
to cover them. Binnie 
Barnes has her initials ap- 
plied in this way to both 
her thumbnails and her big 
toenails. Others of Juli- 
ette’s famous clients are 
Barbara Stanwyck, Paul- 
ette Goddard, Norma 
Shearer, Deanna Durbin, 
Jean Parker and Mary Pickford. 

At the present time the House of 
Westmore is the only beauty salon in 
Hollywood which has a men’s depart- 
men. Here many of the leading men, 
producers and directors, go for their 
haircuts, scalp treatments, hair dyes 
and permanents — yes, permanents. 
The hair dyeing and permanents are 
not a matter of being vain, I assure 
you. The men hate it but sometimes 
the picture calls for it. Some perma- 
nents you'll readily recall were Jon 
Hall’s in (Continued on page 93) 





PHOTOPLAY combined with MOVIE MIRROR 

















Fearless means what you mean— 
the good old-fashioned kind that 

somehow gets applied to just the girls. 
the boys by some magic being exempt. 

Periodically the charge is made that 
Hollywood sets the styles in ques- 
tionable morals for young and old 
alike. Two camps then take up the 
flaming challenge: The determined 
optimists whose battle cry is sweet- 
ness and light and the sour-faced 
cynics who claim there are just two 
kinds of Hollywood motives, both of 
them ulterior. 

Neither side is entirely right. Fo: 
the truth, as usual, lies somewhere in 
between. 

And having agreed in this series 
for PHotoptay-Movie Mrrror to find 
the truth and tell it without reserve. 
Fearless discloses how he sees it. 

First, let’s face it: Virtue is a far 
scarcer commodity in Hollywood than 
in most American towns of its size. 
Let me tell you why this is so and 
how it is so. Hollywood is a town 
of just one industry and that one is 
the most highly personalized business 
in the world. Its vices and virtues 
are therefore also on the personal 
side. 

Since it is a single-industry com- 
munity, competition is staggering. 
When the acid bath of this competi- 
tion is applied to human nature, curi- 
ous things result. Some people emerge 
as the knife-throwers they are at 
heart, ready to stab in the back any- 
one who stands in their road. Others, 
their backbones eaten away by the 
chemistry of fame, fall by the way- 
side. A few come through as glorious 
human beings. 

Besides professional competition, 


I” virtue dead in Hollywood? Yes, 


This article talks out loud abc 
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sex figures in the Hollywood picture. 
And not entirely on the personal 
basis, either, but because of Holly- 
wood’s great dictator, the box office. 
Sex sells stars to the public—no doubt 
about it. So the whole town is con- 
stantly on the hunt for the man whose 
picture on the screen will bring a 
rapturous sigh from the women in the 
audience, or the girl who will bring 
a gleam to the eyes of the boys. Also, 
most of Hollywood’s movie colony is 
preoccupied during its business hours 
with the substance of life itself—the 
stories of its pictures—stories which 
mirror in different ways the sex prob- 
lems of human beings. This inevitably 
makes Hollywood as a community 
more tolerant. 

For instance, few social groups 
would accept in their midst the prin- 
cipals involved in the cases about 
which I am going to tell you. Yet in 
Hollywood such people can manage 
nicely; in fact, can seemingly reign 
supreme—for a time, at least. The 
first two are examples of driving am- 
bition, Hollywood’s great crime. The 
third is the case of an opportunist. 
I’m not going to mention names, since 
I have no wish to crucify the stars. 
Instead, I'll give them numbers—and 
maybe they’ll mean more to you than 
just a number. 

Number one . . . She’s probably 
your favorite star if you go in for 
glamour. Her only assets when she 
came to Hollywood were a small stock 
contract with a big studio, a beautiful 
face and a long chinchilla coat. Qh, 
yes, she had a dress—two or three, 
in fact; but they were merely stand- 
ins for the chinchilla coat, the one 
great flash that must carry her to the 
top. When (Continued on page 96) 


o has only been whispered 


61 





CUTIE- PUSS 


Bunny’s face. “After you’ve 

ribbed me as the biggest dope 
in the business? Tricked me into 
thinking you were a_regular—a 
trouper—making me like you, yes, 
and handing me every opening to get 
crazy about you—” He broke it be- 
tween his teeth. “Thank heavens I 
never let it get that 
far!” 

“No?” said Bunny. 

She walked around 
the car and climbed in. 

“Here’s a funny 
one,” she said. “I 
guess a billion people 
have heard me on the 
sound tracks. But 
since I started knock- 
ing around on my own, 
meeting people face to 
face, none of them 
knew me, nobody re- 
membered the voice. 
But Dad, he knew, the 
minute he heard it— 
thousands of miles 
away.” 

Johnny yawned and 
reached for the radio 
control. 

“T’ll tell you how he 
knew me!” said Bunny. 
“Because he loves me. 
That’s why.” 

Johnny didn’t say 
anything. He fumbled 
for his tobacco and 
papers and carefully 
spilled out a cigarette. 


‘Ss: what?” Johnny laughed in 


“That’s why you 
knew me, wasn’t it, 
Johnny?” 


His hands went still. 
Otherwise there was 
no change in the stark 
silhouette. 

“T would know your 
voice, Johnny,” she 
said, ‘‘wherever I 
heard it. I love you. 
That’s why.” 

He didn’t finish making his ciga- 
rette. He let it dump on the vacuumed 
floor. He turned slowly to look at her. 

“Don’t tell me now,” said Bunny. 
“Let me tell you.” 

She leaned forward and snapped 
off the radio switch. 

“Dad made me quit pictures,” she 
said. “But it wasn’t for publicity. It 
was because I was slipping. He sent 


Concluding one of the 
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me away to the East to school.” 

Her hand strayed to Johnny’s sleeve. 
She wanted so terribly to make him 
believe. 

“But I didn’t go. I played hooky. 
See? Under a phony name. Nobody 
knew it except me and the girl I 
planted in school. I thought I could 
buck the world. Make a big come- 


Bunny was only 18, but she knew what she wanted: Fame 
as an actress, a great actress; and a blue-eyed young 


man named Johnny. She knew how to get them both 


BY ALBERT TREYNOR 
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Johnny blinked at her and then grinned. 
"| guess—maybe—I've been a fool—" 
"You dope!" said Bunny. "You darling!" 


back. But what did I know? I’m the 
most ignorant girl you ever saw. Or 
was, until I got in with you. .. .” 
Her voice broke a little. “Would 
you want to just throw it all away?” 
He leaned closer in the dimness. He 


most human stories ever 








stared down in her face. “No.” It 
sounded like choking. “No, I wouldn’t.” 

She sat and held her breath and 
waited. She could feel him, very 
close. But he didn’t touch her. He 
was trying to see into her eyes, and 
it was too dark to see. 

“You mean,” he asked, low and 
husky, “you want to stay here? You 
want to keep things 
the way they are now? 
The way we are?” 

“The way we are, 
Johnny.” She smiled 
and still waited. She 
had gone about as far 
as a girl should go. 

“What about Holly- 
wood?” he asked. 

“I thought I wanted 
it,” she said. “But 
that’s all gone. If you 
don’t mind my sticking 
along with you, I 
wouldn’t mind where 
or what.” 

“Me neither,” he ad- 
mitted. 

It ended arguments. 
Tenseness, anxiety, 
uncertainty — all that 
was gone. He laughed 
deep in his throat as 
he reached in the 
darkness — “Cutie- 
Puss.” 

During Bunny’s ab- 
sence in New York, 
Johnny and Gil had 
decided to cut “High 
Olympus” to a fifteen- 
minute dramaticsketch 
and let Mac go to town 
with the rest of the 
show. 

That meant work — 
lots of work. Yes, and 
excitement and fun 
and the idiotic happi- 
ness some people find 
in the sweat of trying 

‘ and doing. 

Bunny was at it day and night. She 
was seeing Johnny twenty hours at 
a stretch, with hardly a minute alone 
together; but just being yelled at by 
her director was romance to Bunny. 

It was in the midst of the general 
hullabaloo of frantic rehearsals that 
Natalie got her bright idea. News- 
papers were spilling untold millions 
in free publicity on Bunny Stanwood 
and Meteor- (Continued on page 77) 
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BEAUTY OVER 


THE AMERICAS 


ROM Alaska to Cape Horn, from 

the Aleutian Islands to Parahiba, 
easternmost tip of Brazil—throughout 
these wide Americas lovely women 
have learned the same romantic beauty 
lesson. 


The ritual of skin care prized in all 
these American countries is the same 
we in the United States likewise treas- 
ure—the simple, effective principles 
long laid down by Pond’s:— 


CLOAK your face and neck lavishly with 
the sleek, fragrant smoothness of Pond’s 
Cold Cream. Smack your skin briskly with 
cream-wrapped fingertips for three full 
minutes—even five. Pond’s has two dis- 
tinct missions to perform for you. One 
cleansing. The other softening. It mixes 
with the dust, make-up and foreign accu- 
mulations on your skin—softens them and 
sets them free. 


WIPE AWAY all this freed and softened 


debris with the gentle competence of Pond’s 
Tissues—created tenderly soft and absor- 
bent for this express purpose. 


MRS. JOHN JACOB ASTOR ... MRS. ROBERT W. ARMSTRONG ... SENORITA ANA ROSA MARTINEZ GUERRERO 
SENORA PILA SUBERCASEAUX ... SENHORA AIMEE LOPES DE SOTTO MAIOR... names that hold the magic and dual 


connotation of great wealth and great beauty in five great American countries. Each one observes the Pond’s Ritual 
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SMACK ON briskly a second coating of 


Pond’s Cold Cream. Again wipe off with 
gentle Pond’s Tissues. This second creamy 
spanking enhances both the cleansing and 
softening actions of Pond’s. Note how the 
pores seem finer, lines less apparent in your 
glowing, softened skin. 


SPLASH ON new the cool, wet fra- 


grance of Pond’s Skin Freshener. 


Then MASK this spic-and-span face of 
yours with a smooth layer of a very differ- 
ent typeof cream—Pond’s Vanishing Cream 
—light as a cloud, innocent of greasiness. 
This cream’s specific duty is to help dis- 
perse remaining particles, little chappings 
caused by exposure. Wait one full minute 
before you wipe it off. Then see 
how it leaves a perceptible mat fin- 
ish on your skin—a petal-softness 
that receives and holds your pow- 
der smooth and captive for hours. 


Perform this brief Pond’s ritual 
in full always before retiring or 
during the day. A shorter ritual 
whenever your skin or make-up 
need freshening. 
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: ; “¢ THESE TWO FOR THE PRICE OF CREAM 































ANOTHER THRIFTY GIVE- 
AWAY — For a limited 
period you can buy Pond’s 
Cold Cream in the medium- 
large (6.1 oz.) size that gives 
you so much more for your 
money, and get absolutely 
free a 20¢ box of Pond’s 
Face Powder. At your favore- 
ite beauty counter. 
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telephone numbers and their china and 
sat back and waited. 

Two months elapsed before the studio 
even called her. They said she might 
play the sister of Luise Rainer in “Toy 
Wife.” It was then that Greer, shaken 
with homesickness, discovered the fierce- 
ness of her own pride. She stood even 
taller than her natural five feet four and 
announced in a small but most carefully 
modulated voice that she would prefer, 
if they didn’t mind, not to play a second 
lead. Her politely outspoken revolt was 
for the purpose of stirring the M-G-M 
executives into some sort of recognition 
of her. It failed utterly in its objective. 
The executives merely said okay and 
once more forgot her. 


SHE had come to Hollywood in De- 
cember. By midsummer the loneliness 
and inactivity broke her down. She went 
to the hospital for an operation that sev- 
eral puzzled doctors, after a long consul- 
tation, said was necessary. As she came 
out of the ether, she thought that she 
had surely reached the utmost depths of 
personal misery. 

It was at this particularly fine moment 
that her nurse brought a letter from one 
of her closest friends in England. It en- 
closed a long newspaper clipping giving 
the account of the marriage of that first 
boy whom she had loved. He had done 
just as he promised. He had married his 
heiress. There was even a photograph in 
the paper showing the happy pair leaving 
the church after the ceremony. 

Greer lay shocked and still for hour 
upon hour. She sent her nurse from the 
room, gave orders she was not to be 
disturbed. She knew now that she must 
finally and forever think her way out. 
Until that moment of certain knowledge, 
there had remained the fragments of the 
old dream within her heart. Now she 
knew that from this day forward, it was 
up to her whether she was to let this 
wild, mad love of hers be the source of 
her own strength or her own weakness. 

Her day nurse left and her night nurse 
came on. Still she said nothing. When 
morning came, she discovered that amaz- 
ingly she had slept. It wasn’t until mid- 
afternoon that Greer declared herself, 
when her worried doctor said something 
about the possible wisdom of doing what 
surgeons so glibly call “an exploratory,” 
one of those operations where they prowl 
around the patient’s interior to discover 
what, if anything, they should eliminate. 

“T’ll have no more operations, thank 
you,” said Greer. “I’m getting well now.” 


SH did get well, too, not only physi- 
cally but mentally. The final disillu- 
sion ‘of her lost lover was to act like fire 
on a wound, cauterizing it for all time. 
The burden of this old emotion lifted 
from her mind and her last weeks in the 
hospital Greer spent in talking to the 
nurses and doctors, thereby perfecting 
her American accent and losing her 
British overtones. When she was able to 
leave and go back to Beverly Hills, she 
hunted up a new house and started being 
her personal decorator on it. She began 
to make friends, among them the bril- 
liant, sensitive M-G-M executive, Benny 
Thau. 

Exactly two weeks before her contract 
was due to expire, she was offered the 
role of Mrs. Chips. In reading it she saw 
that it was the smallest part she had con- 
sidered since her Shakespearian reper- 
tory days. “But I also saw,” she says, 
.“that it was one of the most beautiful 
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Redheaded Rebel 


(Continued from page 56) 














A column of disc data 
on the new movie music 


By JERRY MASON 


itter But Oh So Sweet: The Noel 

Coward songs from “Bitter Sweet” 
are, of course, wonderful; and blond, 
booming Nelson Eddy sings them in 
his blond, booming fashion. All of 
them are permanent turn-table favor- 
ites: “I'll See You Again,” “Tokay” 
and “Dear Little Cafe” (Columbia). 

Exotic Lamour: Paramount has 
mixed up a sarong-less musical for 
Dorothy Lamour with the glamorous 
title of “Moon Over Burma.” From 
that opus, the bewitching Lamour 
sings two good tunes. One is the title 
song and the other is “Mexican Magic” 
(Bluebird). “Moon Over Burma” has 
a nice throbbing quality which shows 
up well in dance tempo as performed 
by Glen Gray and his Casa Lomans 
(Decca) and Ray Noble (Columbia). 

Arise My Love: Mr. Noble uses the 
other side of his “Moon Over Burma” 
disc to offer “Arise My Love,” which 
comes from the Colbert-Milland pro- 
duction with the same tag. Bob Ches- 
ter’s, one of the good new bands, 
couples the affectionate “Arise” with 
“You’re Breaking My Heart All Over 
Again” (Bluebird). 

Dancing Feet: Ranking high in the 
winter’s list of musicals is “Second 
Chorus.” You can delight yourself with 
all four of the musical hits from the 
picture as performed by the star him- 
self, for Fred Astaire faced a recording 
mike and tapped out “I Ain’t Hep To 
That Step” and “Me And The Ghost 
Upstairs” and concentrated his pecu- 
liarly attractive vocal accomplishments 
on “Love Of My Life” and “Poor Mis- 
ter Chisholm” (Columbia). 

You’re The One: Bonnie Baker sings 
cuddlesome versions of “I Could Kiss 
You For That” and “Gee, I Wish I'd 
Listened To My Mother.” “Strawberry 
Lane” and “You’re The One” com- 
plete hers and Orrin Tucker’s quartet 
of wax impressions (Columbia). 

Hitful Assortment: Lead off with 
Tommy Dorsey’s sweet “You Say The 
Sweetest Things, Baby,” from “Tin Pan 
Alley” and its accompanying “Not So 
Long Ago” (Victor). Good swing is 
Benny Carter’s “I’ve Been In Love 
Before”—out of “Seven Sinners”—and 
“By The Watermelon Vine” which is 
aided by the vocalizing of the Mills 
Brothers (Decca). Add the chipper 
title song of Warners’ “The Lady With 
Red Hair” by Hal Kemp (Victor). 




















portraits of a woman in love that has 
ever been written. There was only one 
hitch to it. Robert Donat had been cast 
as Mr. Chips and M-G-M wasn’t too sure 
of his popularity. If ‘The Citadel’ turned 
out to be a success then they would do 
‘Chips.’ If ‘The Citadel’ failed, they 
wouldn’t. Of course, you know what a 
success that film was, so day by day I 
felt safer. Then, suddenly, there I was in 
London and people were saying ‘Here 
she is,’ instead of ‘Who is she?’ It was 
so gratifying to have people eager to see 
me, instead of regarding me as a long- 
nosed, redheaded nuisance.” 


F VEN though she was a sensation as 

Mrs. Chips, all was not yet to be clear 
sailing for her. M-G-M renewed her 
contract, brought her back triumphantly 
to Hollywood—and once more forgot her. 
She sat around for more months, but this 
time she did not get discouraged. Even 
when they gave her “Remember?” to 
play she refused to be downhearted. “It 
was the hardest work I ever did,” she 
will tell you. “I knew it was bad. I knew 
I was bad in it, but I got through it 
somehow.” 

“Remember?” being as complete a fail- 
ure as “Goodbye, Mr. Chips” was an out- 
standing success, M-G-M was more than 
ever bewildered as to the possibilities of 
its redheaded rebel. One faction said she 
was primarily a costume-role actress. 
The other faction, remembering her Lon- 
don successes as a modern, said she 
should be cast as a 1940 sophisticate. The 
result was that the studio wavered on 
two roles for her. If Norma Shearer did 
not do “Pride And Prejudice,” they said, 
why Greer could. That is, she could if 
Joan Crawford decided to do “Susan And 
God.” But, on the other hand, if Craw- 
ford turned down “Susan,” why Garson 
might get that instead of Elizabeth Ben- 
nett in “Pride And Prejudice.” 


THE whole world knows now that she 
finally got “Pride And Prejudice.” 
M-G-M thought the picture might be a 
success with the critics, but they doubted 
its popular value. But the Jane Austen 
masterpiece of a century ago upset 
everybody’s calculations by being a 
smashing box-office hit in 1940. 

Overnight Hollywood’s attitude toward 
Greer Garson changed. Now the town 
knew that it had a new star in its midst. 
So also did M-G-M, who promptly made 
plans to cast her as lovingly as its other 
women stars. Greer knew she had won. 

It was then, with her husband’s latest 
refusal of her request for a divorce, that 
she went to the tolerant California courts 
and sought to have her marriage ties 
destroyed. She asked only for her free- 
dom and that was granted to her on the 
grounds of incompatibility. 

Now you hear her name linked occa- 
sionally with that of Benny Thau, but 
there is really no news there to be told. 
Friends and good companions they most 
certainly are, admiring and respecting 
one another deeply. But love, as yet, is 
no part of it. It is not impossible that it 
may be in the future, but Greer is not 
thinking much of the future these days. 

This is because the present is so happy 
for her. She has her career. She has 
her pretty house in Beverly Hills. She 
has the luxuries that she has always 
wanted to be able to give her charming 
mother who lives with her. As for the 
future, that can take care of itself. 

Of course, if it doesn’t, Greer will take 
care of it and with beautiful dispatch. 
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greeted him at first with distrust and 
then with thinly veiled cupidity when 
they learned why he had come—to buy 
land from them. 

“T’d like to buy Moaning Meadow,” 
Howitt said casually at last. 

Only Aunt Mollie’s mouth, tightening 
with fury, showed that she had heard. 
Then she stepped forward. “Not for no 
money you got,” she hissed. “It'd take— 
a a thousand dollars to buy that 
and.” 

Something moved in the shadows be- 
hind her. It was a boy, Howitt saw—or 
perhaps a man. He seemed full-grown, 
but his face was blank and childlike. His 
lips formed agitated words, but no sound 
came; and remembering Jim Lane’s 
words the night before, he knew this 
must be Pete, Mollie’s idiot son. 

“A thousand dollars it is,” he said 
smoothly. “A hundred down and the rest 
in monthly payments.” 

That afternoon Howitt took possession 
of his land. 


SAMMY wouldn’t accompany him to 
Moaning Meadow. It was just as well, 
he knew. This was a time when he 
should be alone. The sun was warm on 
his back when he walked across the field 
where the flowers grew so big and so 
strangely without smell. Beside a tall, 
lightning-blasted pine tree he stopped for 
a moment, to stand looking down at a 
neatly tended grave and a wooden head- 
board bearing the one word, “Sarah.” 

Then he wandered on, to the little 
cabin that stood on the far edge of the 
meadow. The door creaked dismally as 
he pushed it open and inside there was 
a damp smell of mould, although every- 
thing was placed as if for instant occu- 
pation. Limp curtains were at the win- 
dows, a rocking chair by the cold fire- 
place, candlesticks with half-burned 
candles on the stone mantel. 

Her home. The home to which she 
had returned to bear his son—the haven 
he had searched for so long and found 
too late. 

The sun sank while Dan Howitt sat in 
the shadowy silence of the cabin, his 
head sunk forward on his chest, his hands 
hanging limp over the arms of the old 
rocking chair. At last, some sixth sense 
made him look up. 

Young Matt was coming across the 
meadow toward the cabin. In the crook 
of one arm, loosely, he carried a shot- 


n. 

o With a sigh, Howitt stood up. He met 
Matt a few steps from the cabin. 

Matt, standing quietly, said, “I gotta 
ask you to git offen this land, Mr. 
Howitt.” 

“But I bought it,” Howitt said in his 
deep, friendly voice. 

“Tt ain’t fer sale. You'll git yore money 
back.” 

Levelly, Howitt looked into the boy’s 
flushed face. “Look, Matt,” he said, “this 
land is—” : 

“I don’t wanta hurt somebody who’s 
kinfolk t? Sammy,” Matt broke in, “but—” 

“You won't be. I’m not her cousin. 
She just said I was, to protect me.” 

Now definitely an enemy, Matt ordered, 
“Then git off—an’ git off quick!” As 
Howitt stood without moving, he raised 
his gun toward his shoulder. 

“Lemme borry that gun, Matt,” said a 
voice from a clump of trees beside the 
cabin. Turning, they saw a_ stocky, 
sandy-haired man who also had a shot- 
gun in his hands. He stepped forward, 
took Matt’s weapon, pointed it toward 
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the ground and pulled the trigger. While 
the echoes of the shot died away, he 
calmly returned it to its owner. “Some 
folks,” he remarked, “ain’t to be trusted 
with a loaded gun.” 

Young Matt’s handsome face was sul- 
len as he took the gun and walked away 
without a word. Watching him go, the 
newcomer chuckled. “News travels fast 
here in the mountains, Mr. Howitt,” he 
said. “Thousand dollars is high t’ pay 
fer Moanin’ Meadow—’specially with the 
bad neighbors you got.” He held out 
his hand. “I’m Andy Beeler. I own a 
badge says I’m ‘the Law’—but mostly I 
fergit to wear it—makes too good a 
target.” 

They laughed together, then Beeler fell 
into a musing silence, looking off after 
the retreating figure of Young Matt. 
“With old Mollie Matthews to help, 
Young Matt’s turned bad, all right.” 

“I wonder,” Howitt said. “I wonder... 
how deep the badness goes.” 


SLOWLY, the people of the hills be- 
came used to Dan Howitt’s presence 
among them. They watched, agape, when 
he bought a plow at Corky’s general 
store and set to work clearing the over- 
grown fields around the old cabin. And 
when he was brought by Sammy to 
Coot Royal’s house to see Coot’s youngest 
baby, near death with the whooping 
cough, and was able to cure it, the news 
spread within a day all through the hills. 
People repeated, too, what blind old 
Granny Royal had said of the stranger 
when the baby stopped coughing and fell 
into an untroubled sleep: 

“He’s the good shepherd—that what 
he is!” 

No one quite knew how it happened, 
but gradually a new pulse of life crept 
into the scattered community which 
centered on Corky’s store. Coot Royal’s 
family began making willow rocking 
chairs and Jim Lane put his old mill 
back into order and with Sammy’s help 
was soon turning out cornmeal by the 
sackful. Even Pete, Aunt Mollie’s woods- 
running son, was given work when Dan 
Howitt hired him and his two dogs to 
watch the sheep he’d bought from Boo 
Tucker. 
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Only the rest of the Matthews family 
stayed suspicious and apart. Young Matt 
and his friends from Bald Knob still 
maintained their still in Granite Valley. 
Aunt Mollie and Old Matt remained se- 
cluded in their cabin. They had not, 
Howitt learned, attended one of the 
community’s gatherings since Young Matt 
was born. 

Instead of renewing his efforts to drive 
Howitt away from Moaning Meadow, 
however, Young Matt one day agreed 
to go fishing with the older man. Grop- 
ing, uncertain of himself, he even then 
was sounding Howitt out. He was so 
pitifully unused to kindness that he could 
not believe in it, but he needed help. 

“Suppose,” he said while their fishing 
lines dangled in the stream, “somebody 
was lost from you. Somebody you had t’ 
find—somebody you was in debt to kill!” 

“T don’t know, Matt,” Howitt mur- 
mured, wanting the boy to talk more, 
afraid to seem too eager. 

“We got a curse on us, we Matthews,” 
Young Matt said, his lips scarcely mov- 
ing. “A curse as old as me! There ain’t 
no rest fer us—livin’ or dead—not till I 
find him who marked me fer what I am 
an’ aged my mother too young fer her 
grave!” 

Howitt’s throat was aching with sor- 
row as he said, “I'll help you find him, 
Matt . . . You’re a good son. But what 
would it be like—having to remember, 
as long as you lived, that you’d stopped 
a man’s life?” 

“You think I want t’ do it?” Young 
Matt asked hoarsely. “That it pleasures 
me t’ think about it?” 

“There’s Sammy,” Howitt reminded 
him gently. “She loves you, Matt.” 

Young Matt’s face grew stony. “I ain’t 
got no right to love, nor marry. I gotta 
fergit thinkin’ *bout Sammy.” 

Howitt went back to his lonely cabin 
that afternoon, oppressed by the hatred 
that lay so heavy over these mountains. 


But a few days later something hap- 
pened that made him happier. Old 
Granny Royal, who had not seen since 
she was a child, agreed with childlike 
simplicity to do as he said when he ad- 
vised a trip to the “city town” and an 
operation on her eyes. He accompanied 
her himself, waited at the hospital while 
the doctors worked over her and brought 
her back to Coot Royal’s cabin to re- 
cover. There was to be a big gathering 
on Flying Cloud Bluff on the day the 
bandages were removed, with Granny’s 
friends coming from miles around to 
watch the ceremony and see her face 
when first the light struck her eyes. On 
Granny’s express wishes, Aunt Mollie and 
Old Matt Matthews and their family 
were invited to this gathering. 

When the day came, there were singing 
and dancing on Flying Cloud Bluff long 
before the guest of honor arrived, her 
eyes still bandaged. Only Aunt Mollie 
and Old Matt stood apart, watching the 
festivities like strangers. 

At noon, while the crowd fell silent, 
Dan Howitt lifted the bandages from 
Granny’s eyes. For a moment she waited, 
swaying a little, moving her head from 
side to side. Then she said softly, “Thank 
you, God.” 

Howitt, watching, swallowed a lump in 
his throat as Granny went from one per- 
son to another, recognizing them at once, 
even though she had never before seen 
their faces. At last she came to Aunt 
Mollie and for the first time since the 

(Continued on page 68) 
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bandages had been removed, sadness 
filled her old face. 

“Yore Mollie Matthews,” she said slow- 
ly. “My blood cousin. I asked a-purpose 
to have you here ’cause I recollec’ you 
had a gift fer love an’ kindness when 
you was a girl. But now there’s a devil 


in you .. . two devils, one in each eye. 
Yore soul’s et up with hate.” 

While Mollie glared, Granny moved on 
a step, to where Young Matt and Sammy 
stood together. Sammy she recognized at 
once, but at Young Matt she stared with 
suddenly widened eyes. 

“Who's he?” she asked flatly. 

“You know him,” Sammy offered. “He’s 
young Matt Matthews.” 

“Then,” Granny said, “I’m as blind 
as ever I was. He’s no Matthews—no 
more’n he’s a pizened Bald Knobber.” 

She turned around, questioningly, as 
if begging anyone to tell her that she 
saw aright. Her eyes fell on Dan Howitt 
—and in that instant Howitt knew his 
secret was to be revealed. 

“No, Sammy,” Granny said clearly, 

itively. “He’s no Matthews .. . he’s 

in t’ his image—” she pointed a quaver- 

ing finger at Howitt. “Son of his father— 
if I kin see at all!” 


JX the frozen silence Howitt watched 
Young Matt wake to slow realization. 
Hatred was born in his face; the muscles 
of the powerful young body tensed. He 
turned and began to walk toward his 
horse, where his gun was. 

“Don’t, Matt, don’t!” Sammy screamed, 
trying to get in his way. 

Matt pushed her aside and went on. 
Then Andy Beeler was in his path, say- 
ing, “Stay where you are, Matt, an 
leave your rifle restin’ where it’s at.” 

Matt hesitated, eyeing the gun in 
Andy’s hands, turning over in his mind 
the question of whether or not to rush 
the sheriff. But while he delayed, Aunt 
Mollie screamed. “Git back, you pore 
fool! We waited long enough for our 
revenge.” 

Pete, her son, had watched from the 
edge of the crowd and while Matt was 
delayed by Beeler, he had taken the gun 
from where Matt had left it. Now he 
was running, bent over, to the edge of 
the bluff. Aunt Mollie caught him just as 
he was about to pitch the gun over the 
edge. For a moment they struggled and 
then a shot rang out. Pete slumped 
down, into Aunt Mollie’s arms. 

Beside him, Howitt heard Granny Roy- 
al’s voice, whispering sadly, “I wisht I'd 
stayed stone-blind, afore ever I brought 
this to pass.” 

They picked Pete up, they carried him 
sorrowfully away to Bald Knob, to the 
Matthews’ cabin. Late that night, he was 
still alive but very weak. Beside his 
bed, illuminated by a single candle, stood 
his mother and father, Young Matt and 
Sammy, waiting. But Mollie, at last, 
sprang crouching to her feet. 

“You done it! You done it!” she spat 
at Young Matt. “An’ if Pete dies, it’s 
cause you stand here mournin’ woman- 
like, ’stead o’ sheddin’ the blood that 
laid the curse on th’ Matthews—from 
her day t’ this!” 

Young Matt did not stir. In a dead, 
flat voice, he said, “I’m the only one t’ 
end th’ curse.” He picked up the rifle 
beside him. 

Sammy’s arms went out to him. “Don’t, 
Matt! Turn back from killin’, Matt— 
please! Yuh gotta!” 

He could not look at her, even when 
she held herself tight against him. Al- 
most pleadingly, he said, “Git outta the 
way, Sammy.” 

“If yuh go on,” Sammy screamed, “it’s 
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—it’s gotta be ended, all th’ feelins an’ 
hopes between us!” 

“There never was no hopes between 
us,” Young Matt said. And he was gone. 

Crushed, Sammy turned back to the 
group around the bed. The candlelight 
caught Aunt Mollie’s eyes momentarily, 
making them gleam evilly. 

Then, startling them all into motion- 
less silence, Pete spoke—Pete, who since 
he was a child had never been able to 
utter a word. 

“Matt!” he called weakly. “Matt! I 
gotta tell yuh .. . I got better’n a brother 
when I got you, Matt .. . Matt!” 

Aunt Mollie’s face became masklike, 
hearing her dying son call for another, 
forgetting her. On the other side, Old 
Matt cried silently. At last, she was able 
to keep silent no longer. 

“Pete . . . Pete, son,” she murmured 
with a tenderness Sammy had never 
heard in her voice before. 

The boy’s eyelids fluttered open. “Ma,” 
he whispered plaintively. “Ma... I kin 
remember . . . you used to have gentle- 
like ways .. . till that night she died 
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an’ I ran after yuh into Moanin’ Meadow 
. when the lightnin’ came an’ took 
away my speakin’.. .” He took a deep, 
painful breath. “Ma... it’s... you... 
who’s the curse o’ th’ Matthews. . . .” 
His voice faded away. He was dead. 
Aunt Mollie, crouching beside him, 
looked up. The hatred was gone from her 


face; she was crushed, broken. “Go 
’way,” she pleaded. “Leave me alone 
with my baby! . . . Please!” 


Dawn was breaking over the hills 
when Young Matt came across Moan- 
ing Meadow to Dan Howitt’s cabin. How- 
itt had been waiting for him. In the early 
light he saw Matt emerge from the trees, 
pause a moment beside Sarah’s grave, 
then come on with a steady, purposeful 
tread. 





His mouth sad with the pain of what 
he must do, Howitt went to a drawer 
and took from it a revolver. He snapped 
the chamber open to make sure it was 
loaded, then slipped it into his pocket 
before going out to meet Young Matt. 

They came to within an easy sight of 
each other and stopped. Young Matt 
raised his gun, slowly and carefully 
sighting along it at the motionless figure 
of Howitt. His finger tightened on the 
trigger, just as Howitt’s hand flashed into 
his own pocket. 

The two explosions were almost simul- 
taneous . . . almost, but not quite. It was 
Young Matt who fell, on his face an ex- 
pression of surprise and relief—as if to 
say, “I’m glad I didn’t kill you!” 

Howitt was standing over him when 
Sammy ran out of the woods toward 
them. “I'd rather kill you,” he said to 
the prostrate figure, “than have you mis- 
live your life as I have mine!” 


BETWEEN them, Sammy and Howitt 

picked Young Matt up and carried 
him into the cabin, laying him on the bed 
which occupied a screened-off corner of 
the single room. 

All day they waited, tending the feeble 
breath of life that still lingered in Young 
Matt’s wounded body In intervals of 
consciousness he looked stonily at Howitt, 
saying no word. Toward dusk, Howitt 
dropped the curtain behind him. 

“He doesn’t seem to want to live, 
Sammy. He hasn’t the will... .” 

Sammy was crouched on the floor. She 
raised her head. “The will to live .. .” 
she whispered. “But he ain’t t’ blame 
fer bein’ learned t’ see an’ fight fer th’ 
wrong things!” 

“I know, Sammy.” 

“Why cain’t he live—an’ see good an’ 
clean an’ new—an’ feel folks a-lovin’ 
him, ’stead o’ teachin’ him to hate?” 

“You know why I shot him, Sammy,” 
Howitt said pleadingly. “Don’t you? I 
saw him coming down the meadow—and 
in him I saw myself twenty-five years 
ago—without anybody to stop me from 
making the mistake I made. I’d rather 
have let him shoot me. It would have 
been easier... .” 

He took a deep, shuddering breath. 
“But to let him do something that wou!d 
make the rest of his life a greater hell 
than mine has been . . . No, Sammy, I 
couldn’t do that. It was better to have 
his blood on my hands than mine on his.” 

In his curtained-off corner, Young 
Matt was awake, listening. He felt tired 
and weak, but not from the wound. It 
was as if something more than blood had 
gone from his body, leaving it light and 
free. As he lay there, he knew what that 
something else was. It was the heavy 
load of hatred he had carried so long. 

“Ever since I been able to remember,” 
he thought, “I been sproutin’ an’ growin’ 
too fast outta my britches. I reckon 
I never growed any—inside—till today 
. . . It’s kinda like bein’ borned again— 
right side up.” 

And he called, weakly, “Sammy!” 

They were there, pushing the curtain 
aside, looking down. And what they 
saw in his face told them that Young 
Matt had at last found the will to live, 
and to love. 

After a while Dan Howitt left Young 
Matt and Sammy together and went to 
the door of the cabin. The sun was 
shining brightly now and Moaning 
Meadow was green. He walked across it 
to Sarah’s grave and, standing there with 
his head bowed, he whispered, “I’ve done 
what I could. Can you forget how I 
deserted you... and rest now... my 
dear?” 
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LUX SOAP MAKES A 
WONDERFUL BEAUTY 
BATH! ITS ACTIVE 
3 LATHER MAKES YOU 
\ SURE OF DAINTINESS 

















THIS GENTLE, WHITE 
SOAP HAS SUCH 
A DELIGHTFUL 

FRAGRANCE — LEAVES 

SKIN SWEET! 





STAR OF 
PARAMOUNT'S 
“THE LADY EVE" 


Clever girls take 
Hollywood’s tip—win 
out with skin that’s sweet! 


*‘Men love to be near the girl who’s 
sweet,”’ this famous beauty says. And 
tells you how screen stars protect the 
daintiness important to charm. Lux 
Soap’s ACTIVE lather carries away per- 
spiration, every trace of dust and dirt 
—leaves skin really fresh. 
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will find screen stars are right! A daily luxurious 
Lux Toilet Soap bath makes you sure of daintiness, 


of skin that’s sweet, appealing. 




















Ciro's sees some 
cut-ups: Lana 
Turner and Tony 
Martin ape the 
high-school set's 
footwork, end 
up—as is usual 
when they're to- 
gether — laugh- 
ing loud and long 








No More Divorces! 
(Continued from page 31) 


Shaw. There was little laughter, little 
exchange of gay banter with either man. 
Lana hadn’t yet taken out insurance 
against break of heart that can be ac- 
quired, oddly enough, only through 
break of heart. That gift of the gods is 
hers now; we doubt if she'll ever lose it. 

Night clubs, clothes, excitement, love 
and glamour once meant more than 
anything in the world—yes, even 
career—to Lana. But last week we en- 
countered Tony and Lana on a typical 
date and we aren’t over the shock of it 
yet. On a Saturday night, too! 


PASSING down Beverly Boulevard, we 
had halted our car to watch the minia- 
ture golfers when something about a 
laugh, a familiar, contagious laugh, drew 
our attention. There on the links, 
whanging balls through impossible tun- 
nels, were Lana and Tony and a girl 
friend of Lana’s. 

“We were all set for Ciro’s,” the friend 
said later, “for Lana only goes to a night 
spot on Saturday nights now, so as not 
to interfere with her work. In fact, Lana 
says it proves just what a small-town 
girl she really is to go stepping only on 
Saturday nights. Anyway, Lana spied 
the golf course and nothing would do 
but we must play golf. Not only that, 
but we played every nickel machine on 
the place and spent hours at the shoot- 
ing galleries. It was one o'clock in the 
morning when we finally left the place 
and went home. I never saw two people 
in all my life more companionable, two 
people who could have more fun at sim- 
ple things, than Tony and Lana.” 

“You mean to tell us,” we interrupted, 
“that Lana, on a Saturday night, pre- 
ferred a golf course to Ciro’s?” 

“I know,” the girl shrugged, “seems 
incredible, but you have to know the 
‘new’ Lana to understand... .” 

The “new” Lana came about just a few 
months ago; when M-G-M’s little red- 
head boarded a boat for Honolulu. 
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“All my life,” Lana once said, “I had 
dreamed of marriage. The wonderful 
day when, in a white veil and satin dress, 
I'd walk down the church aisle to be- 
come a wife. I’d pictured it over and 
over in my mind... .” 

On the day she sailed all she had left 
of that dream was a sense of bewilder- 
ment at what had happened, the tragic 
memories of the months before that had 
so completely changed her life. 

For in a short time, too much had hap- 
pened to Lana—the violent romance 
with Greg Bautzer that had torn her so 
emotionally; his demands that she leave 
the screen if they were to marry; the 
constant quarreling, the indecisions. 

Then, out of a clear sky, there had been 
that sudden strange, unexplainable elope- 
ment with Artie Shaw. 

He had painted a pretty picture for 
Lana, Artie had, and one he undoubtedly 
believed himself; of home and children 
and work and fireside. He hadn’t de- 
manded Lana give up her work. He 
had simply offered a haven for her torn 
heart. 

Her happiness those first few weeks 
was something to turn the eyes from, 
for it was almost out of this world. That’s 
why it hurt dreadfully when the mar- 
riage ended so abruptly. That’s why it 
became so necessary for Lana to get 
away. to untangle the webs that had 
enmeshed her. That’s why Lana had 
sailed away to Honolulu. 

She never came back. The Lana who 
loved clothes and excitement and good 
times above all else disappeared in 
Honolulu. A new Lana returned, a Lana 
who had found herself. 

“I just know everything in my life has 
changed,” she said. “I’ve got back every- 
thing I'd lost. I harbor no bitter feeling 
toward Artie. It just wasn’t the right 
time for marriage for either of us.” 

In Hollywood she began work in ear- 
nest. Instead of the usual Sunday cock- 
tail parties that she had loved, she would 


spend the entire day studying her role 
for “Ziegfeld Girl” with coach Lillian 
Burns. Down at the studio they began to 
refer to her as A. H. Turner—After- 
Honolulu Turner. That was how marked 
the change was. 


OR a few brief weeks she tried out 

the old whirl with Victor Mature. Then 
she gave it up. Parties and night spots 
had lost their fascination. 

At that moment came laughing, 
brown-eyed Tony Martin with his talk 
of football, of baseball, of golf, of music, 
of fun. Now, at last, Lana was ready to 
understand and appreciate a companion- 
ship such as this. 

It was in San Francisco, where Lana 
had gone to be matron of honor at a 
friend’s wedding, that she ran into Tony 
He suggested that they go dancing; they 
walked into the Palace Hotel only to 
find Artie Shaw playing there. It was a 
second-act real-life drama, but Tony’s 
easy charm and poise smoothed over 
the situation. From then on, Lana and 
Tony were friends. 

She went to football games with him 
on Saturday afternoons, dressed in one 
of the conservative suits she always 
wears now, and shouted her head off. 
She listened to his talk of baseball, 
learned the players’ names and grew ex- 
cited over the World Series. She took 
up golf and spent hours with Tony on 
the golf courses. She sold her violent 
red car and bought a subdued gray one. 
Occasionally—but only occasionally— 
she went to dinner with Tony at Ciro’s. 
She bowled over director and cast by 
bouncing onto the set early every morn- 
ing, eager to begin her work. 

Her whole personality has undergone 
a change to the point where acquaint- 
ances scarcely recognize the calm, the 
sure, the happy Lana. 

Tony Martin gave Lana laughter and 
happiness at a time when she needed it 
most. Thus it is that she has accepted 
his counsel and advice. 

Recently Lana was scheduled to do a 
benefit. Dozens of other stars were to 
be present and several times Lana, who 
loves clothes, had gone to the closet and 
looked at the beautiful new dress that 
she could scarcely wait to wear. But 
when the day came she was feeling des- 
perately tired from her work at the 
studio. She consulted Tony. 

“Don’t go,” he advised. “You’ve got to 
think of your health and your work.” 

“Can you imagine me?” Lana said 
afterwards, “eating milk toast in bed 
and going to sleep at nine o’clock with 
a new dress hanging in the closet?” 

No man has ever given the tender 
solicitude, the understanding and friend- 
ship that Tony Martin has given Lana. 
He has brought her to a new maturity, 
given her a new idea of what companion- 
ship between a man and a woman may 
mean. Most of all, he has shown her how 
to work out her problems. 

Hollywood therefore, was not surprised 
when it was rumored that Lana Turner 
might be reconciled with Artie Shaw. 
They remembered what she had said just 
recently: “I have no illusions now about 
marriage. I’ve learned a lot. I’ll profit by 
my mistakes.” 

For the wisdom of that statement made 
by the new Lana, credit goes to Tony 
Martin. Perhaps Lana will go back to 
Artie Shaw; perhaps she will go on to a 
new romance; or perhaps she will con- 
tinue as she is, a girl to whom work is 
foremost in mind and heart. 

Whatever comes to pass, Tony Martin 
will remain an important milestone in 
Lana’s life; for even greater than love 
right now is the new Lana Turner, the 
girl who has found herself. 
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The Laws of Averages 
(Continued from page 33) 


that people will believe them blindly, 
gladly. But all the time she is thinking 
these same people are suckers to fall for 
‘that stuff.’ The money in it is all she 
wants, Ann thinks. Oh, yes, Ann is a 
fine cynic—until her benevolent, Frank- 
enstein creation turns on her and calls 
her to account. Then, suddenly, she 
sees those who have embraced the ‘mes- 
sages’ from her facile pen as they really 
are—better off and happier than she has 
ever been.” 


No? Barbara pointed out, that “Meet 
John Doe” is a preachment. “It is toc 
entertaining,” she insisted, “too warmly 
human for that. I only mean that it can 
and does open your eyes to what is go- 
ing on about you. Because he is any 
man, you come to realize that the actions 
and reactions of Frank Capra’s John Doe 
may very well be those of other John 
Does you know. So you get to looking 
around. You see that most John Does 
and Jane Does are pretty swell people 

. . that they behave pretty creditably 
under all kinds of circumstances. In 
fact, you find yourself a little prouder 
of the human race as a whole. 


“I have known for some time a certain 
writer who, almost two years ago, was 
terribly burned in an accident. Doctors 
told her she would never walk again. 
She had no income except what she could 
earn. She became, in a way, a charity 
patient at a Los Angeles hospital. She 
could have remained so all her life, I 
suppose. But it never occurred to her 
to accept this fate. She began writing 
again. Sometimes she interviewed stars 
who visited her bedside and sold what 
she wrote—turning back every cent she 
made into the fund that was supporting 
her. And she did more than that. She 
willed that she would walk. She never 
gave up trying. Now she is walking! 

“Well, that takes real courage! It is 
easy to be brave under the spur of 
emotion. But to go on fighting seemingly 
hopeless odds, day after day, week after 
week—that spells another and greater 
sort of courage. Stop and look about 
you. Doesn’t almost everyone you know 
have some sort of battle to fight, 
some sort of cross to bear? And don’t 
most of them carry on quite admirably? 
I think so, and I suppose I have thought 
so all of my life, in a way. But it took 
those weeks of working in ‘Meet John 
Doe’ to really bring it home to me. 

“This is a troubled world. I am afraid, 
too, it is in part a cynical world. A few 
of its John Does and Jane Does have 
gotten into the habit of expecting the 
worst. They call it ‘defensive mechan- 
ism.’ But by the same token, there are 
many others who have the wisdom and 
the courage to expect the best. They 
know that we can look for good or we 
can look for bad and find what we are 
looking for. No, they don’t set them- 
selves up as philosophers. They are just 
simple human beings trying to get along. 

“I can remember, as a child, a certain 
old man who used to spout off to me and 
to anyone else who would listen that the 
country was going to the dogs. He was 
sure of it. He had been sure of it for 
sixty years. 

“Well, you know, and I know, it hasn’t 
gone yet. What’s more, there’s a good 
chance it won’t with the John Does and 
the Jane Does—bombed, blasted, hungry, 
robbed of all that makes life worth liv- 
ing—still carrying on because they’ve got 
what it takes!” 
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One of the things that assured the popularity 
of Fels-Naptha Soap Chips, the very first day 
they were put on sale, was this: 
Fels-Naptha Soap Chips produce no irritating, sneezy dust 


This fact means more to you than just the satis- 
faction of a sneezeless washday. It means that when 
these husky, go/den chips come tumbling out of the box, 
every one is chock-full of washing energy. It means that 
Fels-Naptha Soap Chips put the ¢wo famous Fels-Naptha 
Cleaners to work—gentle naptha and richer, golden 
soap—a dirt-removing team that shames the half-hearted 
efforts of weak, would-be beauty soaps. 
Get a box of golden Fels-Naptha Soap Chips for your 
next washday. Write today to Fels & Co., Dept. 9-C, Phila., Pa., 
for a free introductory box. Use them in any kind of water 
—hot or cool—hard or soft. You'll get the whitest, sweetest 


wash you've ever had—and these golden, 
extra-sudsy chips will do most of the work. 


Golden bar or Golden chips_ 
Fels-Naptha 
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Do your lips DRY? 


...-keep them smooth and 
lovely with Hollywood’s 


LIPSTICK 


Do you want your lips to 
look a beautiful alluring 
red? Doyou want tokeep 
them soft and smooth? 
Then try Tru-Color Lip- 
stick, created by Max 
Factor Hollywood. You'll 
be delighted with these 
four amazing features: 





1. lifelike red of your lips 
3. pee der nt be indelible 
3. safe for sensitive lips 

4. eliminates lipstick line 


Try it today... there's a 
pen te harmony shade to 
accent the beauty of your 
type... $1.00 





Powder...Ifyour 
skin looks dull, life- 
less, try this powder 
created by Max Factor 
Hollywood. See ifyour 
skin doesn’t look 
lovelier...$1.00 






















Rouge... You'll 
like the lifelike col- 
or harmony shades 
of Max Factor Hol- 
lywood Rouge..50¢ 
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(Continued from page 37) 


pounds before they discovered it was 
caused by the water she drank after her 
solo dance numbers. 

She’s amazing, serious, hasn’t had too 
much fun, we imagine, spends her spare 
time writing poetry and is even having 
some of it published. 

She’s doubtful of everyone and every- 
thing but her acting. She gets awfully 
tired of herself as a self, but not as an 
actress. 

In fact, this very lovely young lady 
proves she does all right by herself all 
alone. Who are we to intrude? 


Veronica Lake: 


THE tiniest miss in all Hollywood, just 
five foot two, weighing ninety-eight 
whole pounds, is Veronica Lake, Para- 
mount’s newest discovery. There are 
several outstanding things about Miss 
Lake. One is that she’s the only natu- 
rally silver-haired young lady we've ever 
met; another is that she never wanted to 
be an actress under any circumstances. 

She was, in fact, all set to be a doctor. 
After years of schooling at the Villa 
Maria Convent at Montreal, Canada, she 
enrolled in the premedical course at 
Montreal’s McGill University. 

Born in Lake Placid, New York, just 
south of the Canadian border, she chose 
Canadian schools for the simple reason 
she felt they offered better courses. 

You may have glimpsed her very brief- 
ly in RKO’s “Sorority House” and 
M-G-M’s “Forty Little Mothers,” but we 
doubt it—Veronica was just a little blonde 
flash across the screen. However, you'll 
have a difficult time overlooking her in 
“I Wanted Wings” for Paramount, the 
studio that now has her under contract. 

She had never even dreamed of a 
theatrical career until her mother and 
father (a commercial artist, well known 
in New York) came to California and 
liked it so well they stayed. Veronica 
left school and came along, but became 
so lonely she decided to join the Bliss 
Hayden Little Theater group around the 
corner, just for the company. Even then 
she wasn’t too interested until they let 
her play a prostitute, of all things, and 
the wonderful scope for emotional ex- 
pression through acting began to appeal 
to the quiet-spoken, gentle-mannered, 
charming little lady. 

A test made at M-G-M finally came to 
the attention of Arthur Hornblow, Para- 
mount producer, who sensed the well- 
bred charm of little Veronica which, of 
course, is a manufactured cognomen, her 
real name being Constance Keane. 

For several months she’s been married, 
and happily so, to John Detlie, an asso- 
ciate art director at M-G-M. She’s a 
swell little cook, has a special hot biscuit 
recipe that sounds divine and employs 
one maid to look after her and her hus- 
band. 

Her nose is covered, literally covered, 
with freckles. She skis, rides and swims, 
has the mind of a scholar, the face of 
an impish angel and is slated for star- 
dom, or we miss our guess. 

Funny thing is, we seldom miss it. 


It's Never Too Late: 


HIS is a_ story for men—and, yes, 

women—who feel they have chosen the 
wrong field of work and that it is too 
late to do anything about it. 

Don’t believe a word of it, for James 
Stephenson, the actor who created a 
furore as the lawyer in “The Letter,” is 





a shining example of how to do a com- 
plete turnabout in one’s middle years of 
life and find the very thing for which 
one is best suited. 

Born in Selby, Yorkshire, England, 
Stephenson thought first of becoming a 
dentist but soon dropped the idea to be- 
come a businessman, a dealer in cotton. 
He was, as he himself says, an absolutely 
rotten businessman, getting nowhere, 
vaguely unhappy but not knowing quite 
what to do about it. 

Destiny did, however. It was while he 
was back home, between trips, that a 
friend explained they were putting on an 
amateur theatrical and begged Stephen- 
son to play the lead. The play was 
“School For Scandal.” 

“You are, of course, out of your mind,” 
Stephenson insisted, “for I’ve never acted 
a line or a scene in my life.” 

But the friend insisted and, to please 
him, our cotton broker agreed. 

He was good. Amazingly, surprisingly 
good. So when they next offered him the 
lead in another amateur play, “Man And 
Superman,” the longest part ever written 
for an actor, he accepted it with much 
less coaxing on their part. Again he 
astounded all Yorkshire and himself. He 
knew, at the end of that amateur play, 
he’d found his life’s work. 

He joined a stock company at Liverpool 
at a salary of three pounds a week and 
when it finally reached ten pounds, or 
fifty dollars, he married a nonprofessional. 

It was she who persuaded him to take 
a chance in London for the play “Storm 
In A Teacup.” 

Warners’ London agent saw him in the 
success and brought him to Hollywood, 
where, for three years, he awaited his 
chance, playing whatever came his way. 
His role in “White Banners” remained 
in Director Willie Wyler’s mind, however, 
and when it came to casting “The Letter” 
he fought tooth and nail for Stephenson 
and finally enlisted the aid of star Bette 
Davis herself. Bette adores showing 
Stephenson the notices that have him 
stealing the show. 

Very quietly he “mucks about” his 
Palisades home when he isn’t working. 
He hasn’t a drop of the accent that most 
Yorkshire folk possess. 

Hollywood’s fast work continues to 
astound him. After his outstanding suc- 
cess in “The Letter” the next assignment 
Warners gave him was a role in their big 
“Flight From Destiny.” Now they’ve 
handed him the lead with Geraldine 
Fitzgerald in “Winged Victory.” 

Mr. Stephenson is a man who has been 
kindly placed by Fate in his proper role 
in the play of Life. 

Let’s make it happen to all of us. 


Give Us Our Dailey Hoofer: 


THEY come tall these days. Dan Dailey 
Jr. is another of those six-foot-four- 
inch giants who graduated from Macy’s 
basement as a shoe salesman, about 
which he knew nothing, to the interior 
decorating department, about which he 
knew less. In fact, young Dailey Jr. 
has been going farther doing things he 
knows absolutely nothing about, and do- 
ing them well, than anyone we’ve ever 
heard of. 

Take him now in “The Mortal Storm” 
as the leader of the young storm troopers 
who reeked of stern-faced villainy. Dan 
never even wore a stern face before in 
his life, let alone trying to act that way. 
But, nothing daunted, he went right on 
to “The Captain Is A Lady,” “Hulla- 
baloo,” “Dulcy” (Dan was Ann Sothern’s 
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harassed brother), to his best role to date, 
the punch-drunk prizefighter who slaps 
Lana Turner silly in “Ziegfeld Girl.” 

All of which is swell; only Dan never 
acted in his life until he hit movies. He’s 
a hoofer, a professional knockout hoofer 
who’s never danced a step in movies. 
Can you beat it? 

Back in New York, where Dan was 
born, he loathed school with a fine old 
loathing that labeled him the black sheep 
of the Dailey establishment. His father, 
resident manager of the Roosevelt Hotel 
in New York City, had dreamed of Dan’s 
growing up in the hotel business, but 
Dan had no use for the idea. Then one 
day he had his sisters, aged 4 and 13, 
teach him the few dance steps they had 
learned at dancing school and, thus pre- 
pared, he entered a recital at the little 
town of Baldwin, New York, where his 
family was living. To his astonishment 
he was immediately offered a job as a 
dancer with a traveling vaudeville unit. 

He grabbed it while the Daileys 
groaned. From there on he learned more 
and more steps, danced in night clubs or 
any place that offered a job. The comic 
part of it is, he didn’t want to be a hoofer 
so much as an actor; but he kept right 
on dancing. 


O please his family, he took the Macy 

job and tried to forget the stage, but it 
was no go. When he joined a show 
troupe on a South American cruise ship, 
his father was frankly and openly 
through, t-h-r-o-u-g-h, through. 

But Dan stuck it out, good times and 
bad. Once he’s sure he saw his mother 
slink out of Minsky’s Burlesque House 
where he’d landed a job dancing between 
two numbers of strip teasing. He stuck 
out the boos and calls of “get off the 
stage” to win the audience over. He 
never mentioned the incident to his 
mother, however. 


The boy had to eat. He even went up | 


to the Johnny Madison School of Danc- 
ing in New York and taught dancing 


from nine in the morning until midnight | 
and then often knocked off a night-club | 


job until two in the morning. 

His best break came when Lorenz Hart 
got him a singing (he’d never sung be- 
fore, either) and dancing job in Broad- 
way’s musical hit “Babes in Arms.” He 
bought a box and insisted his family 
occupy it. His father has been his most 
loyal fan from that moment on. In fact, 
the family go en masse to his pictures 
and had hysterics at “Dulcy” when Dan 
appeared first, bellowing in his shower. 
It was so much like Dan at home. 

Touring in “I Married An Angel,” the 
company hit Los Angeles at Christmas 
time in 1939. Bill Brady, the M-G-M 
casting agent, spied the young hoofer and 
decided he’d make an actor. Dan was 
crazy about the idea. Nowadays he takes 
his hoofing out in teaching Judy Garland, 
Ann Rutherford and Lana Turner the 
Lindy Hop and other new steps. He and 
Mickey Rooney, Jackie Cooper and the 
girls get together almost every Monday 
night for a jive session. 

Dan’s homely face is lit up by the 
catchiest smile in town. His quick little 
laugh is built on two floors, one note 
above the other. 

He was married once, but he now lives 
with another fellow in Hollywood. Fur- 
thermore, he admits brazenly he’s the 
best scramb!ed-egg-maker in the world. 

Now for his hobby. It’s horseback rid- 
ing, with Dan giving riding exhibitions at 
all the swanky horse shows. His own 
horse, “Stylish Rex,” is the pride of his 
heart. 

Like everything else he does, he never 
learned to ride but does it beautifully. 
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Use FRESH#2 and 


PUT FRESH #2 under one arm—put your 
present non-perspirant under the other. 
And then... 


1. See which one checks perspiration bet- 
ter. We think FRESH #2 will. 


2. See which one prevents perspiration 
odor better. We are confident you'll 
find FRESH #2 will give you a feeling 
of complete security. 


3. See how gentle FRESH #2 is—how 
pleasant to use. This easy-spreading 
vanishing cream is absolutely grease- 
less. It is neither gritty or sticky. 


4. See how convenient FRESH #2 is to ap- 
ply. You can use it immediately before 
dressing—no waiting for it to dry. 


5. And revel in the knowledge, as you 
use FRESH #2, that it will not harm 
even the most delicate fabric. Labora- 
tory tests prove this. 


FRESH #2 comes in three sizes—50¢ for 
extra-large jar; 25¢ for generous medium 
jar; and 10¢ for handy travel size. 











Rew OBtcsippe Baal” 


FRESH 


Dacntoriwl Cracnp 


Free offer so you can make your own test! 


Once you make this test, we’re sure you'll 
never be satisfied with any other per- 
spiration-check. That’s why we hope 
you'll accept this free offer and make 
your own under-arm test. Just drop a 
postcard to FRESH, Louisville, Ky., and 


we'll send you a trial-size jar of <n 


FRESH #2, postpaid. 

Popular companion of FRESH #2 is 
FRESH #1, FRESH #1 deodorizes, but 
does not stop perspiration. It comes 
in a tube instead of a jar. 
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Your HAND skin quickly responds to this simple care 


M"" appealing to a man than “glamour” 
is the charm of silken-soft, smooth 
hands. How do other women have them? 
Well, thousands use Jergens Lotion regu- 
larly. It furnishes your skin with beautify- 
ing moisture most girls’ hand skin needs. 
(Nature’s moisture is so easily dried out of 
your hand skin by water, cold and wind.) 


Many doctors help to smooth rough, 
“crackable” skin with 2 special ingredients. 
Both are in Jergens Lotion. Easy; quick. 
Never sticky! Regular use helps prevent mar- 
ring roughness and chapping! Start now to 
use Jergens Lotion. 50¢, 25¢, 10¢, $1.00. 


| CRs A 





FREE/ .. PURSE-SIZE BOTTLE 
MAIL THIS COUPON NOW 
(Paste on penny postcard, if you wish) 
The Andrew Jergens Company, 3521 Alfred Street 
Cincinnati, Ohio (In Canada: Perth, Ontario) 
Let me see how soon Jergens Lotion helps me have 
lovable, soft hands. Send purse-size bottle, free. 


Name 





Street 


City State 




















74 





MRS. SALLY WEBB'S LOVELY HANDS 
“J do all my own housework,” writes Mrs. 
Webb, Los Angeles, Calif., ‘cand I have a 3- 
year-old son! But Jergens Lotion helps won- 
derfully to keep my hands soft and supple.” 


ENS 
VeReEN, 


FOR 
SOFT, ADORABLE HANDS 











Speak for Yourself 


(Continued from page 19) 


hair above the ears grow until it can be 
brushed to the back of the head so it will 
meet and in some cases overlap! 

This hair-do would be a perfect com- 
pliment to Carmen Miranda if a man 
were to be her dancing partner, but if 
he doesn’t intend to spend the rest of his 
life doing the Rhumba or the Conga, why 
have his hair look like he’s going to? 
Sleek, rough, or just the “average man,” 
they’re all doing it. So help me—if 
Spencer Tracy and Mickey Rooney aren’t 
included! 

I think having to let their hair grow 
for character parts started men toward 
this style in Hollywood, but when you 
watch a man on the screen who is por- 
traying an average man—you hate to 
think that if his hair really gets mussed 
up the side pieces will fall somewhere 
in the vicinity of his shoulders. 

Please don’t misunderstand me. I’m 
100% for the actors of Hollywood. They 
furnish us grand entertainment. But 
couldn’t we make it wigs for character 
parts and when a man is “just a man” 
let him please have a regular haircut? 

ARLEEN L. GoOpDARD, 
Highland Park, Mich. 


$1.00 PRIZE 
Hall of Fame 


“H”—is for handsome, 
We girls get a treat. 
“A”—is for acting 
that just can’t be beat. 
“L”—is for lovelights 
that shine in his eyes, 
Frances is lucky 
to have such a prize. 
“L”—is for Langford, 
he likes best of all. 
Put this together 
and you have Jon Hall. 
EpitH MILLER, 
Beckley, W. Va. 


$1.00 PRIZE 
Hero Worship—Hear, Hear! 


WOULD like to contribute a deserved 

plug for Ray Milland. In “Arise My 
Love,” cast in a role suited to him, he 
outshone even Miss Colbert. 

He has a whimsical charm that is ex- 
tremely engaging—along with good looks 
and an excellent voice. 

If more serious consideration is given 
to the selection of roles which are worthy 
of Mr. Milland’s portrayal, I feel sure he 
will leave many highly touted stars be- 
hind without much effort on his part. 

Orchids to Ray! 

EVELYN PURCELL, 
Hollywood, Fla. 


HONORABLE MENTION 


| HAVE always thought Preston Foster 
is a man whose ability deserved for 
him bigger and better roles—after seeing 
the grand performance he gave in 
“Northwest Mounted Police,” I am sure 
of it! 

He takes action, dramatic, or comedy 
scenes with equal ease and assurance, 
and I think he has one of the most pleas- 
ing voices I have ever heard on the 
screen. 

Dorotuy DowELL, 
Deadwood, So. Dak. 


PERHAPS the greatest favor that the 
dictators have done America is the 
banning of American films. For many 
years producers had to cater to the 


PHOTOPLAY combined with MOVIE MIRROR 
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wishes of foreigners who liked or did 
not like some particular phase of Ameri- 
can life. Now we can get good old 
American films free to express them- 
selves in the good old American idea of 
freedom. 
Roy O. PHELpPs, 
Kansas City, Kansas. 


THREE big cheers for the villain! 
Who’s saved us many a show. 

That popular rascal George Sanders 

Whom we're mighty happy to know! 


Hurrah for the saint and the sinner! 
The robber who steals every scene 
The man with the force and the talent 
That makes all the others look green! 
JEAN SHEPARD, 
Oakland, Calif. 


[7s a real pleasure to watch, through 
the years, some of our dead-pan dolls 
develop into accomplished actresses. And 
likewise, our handsome heroes. 

Ginger Rogers is really knocking ’um 
dead these days. She’s a natural for 
“Kitty Foyle.” A few years back, she 
was very wooden in “Top Hat.” 

Tommy DvuNAGAN, 
Montrose, Calif. 


just recently I saw another Cisco Kid 
picture and I enjoyed it very much. 
Cesar Romero makes a very charming 
Cisco Kid. 

But he is far too versatile and talented 
to become typed in this role. It seems to 
me that the producers are overlooking 
a very good bet in not giving him more 
varied roles to play. 

EILEEN STETLER, 
South Bend, Ind. 


FOR about two decades Ronald Colman 
has been turning in fine performances. 
He appears almost as youthful and even 
more charming today than in 1925. 

Aside from being an accomplished 
actor, Mr. Colman endears himself peren- 
nially to the public by his personality. 
It exudes gentleness, humor and modesty. 
You can easily imagine his fitting into 
any group with ease and good grace. 
Only genuine character can earn from 
others the conviction that a man is all 
that one feels Mr. Colman to be. 

SALLIE DuNaAGAN, 
Montrose, Calif. 


ETTE DAVIS as a comedienne! Why 

not? She is an outstanding actress. 
Why can’t she be a comedienne too? 
People always know that their nerves 
are in for a tryout when Bette Davis is 
on the bill. We are tired of her heavy 
drama. So come on! Give us laughter 
instead of drama! 

SHIRLEY M. WILKINSON, 
Detroit, Mich. 


JUST had to tell someone of the way 

I thought Errol Flynn acted when he 
came to our city. 

In the first place he came at his own 
expense to appear in a show for charity. 
That in itself was grand. Then he took 
in many of the city’s sights. Everywhere 
he went he was hounded by autograph 
seekers. He was marvelous to them. 

I can’t praise this young actor enough. 
He has won many friends in Cleveland 
to add to the numerous friends he 
already has. 

MARGARET JACKSON, 
Cleveland, Ohio. 
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Thrilling Smooth Skin can be yours ...new 


“ONE-JAR’ Beauty Treatment works against dreary Dry Skin 


UST ONE CREAM is all you need to help 
J your complexion to luscious satin- 
smoothness—the new Jergens Face Cream! 
All-purpose cream, made by Jergens skin 
scientists, makers of the famous Jergens 
Lotion for your adorable hands. This lovely 
new Jergens Face Cream: 


(1) cleanses expertly; (2) helps soften your 
skin; (3) gives a velvet finish for powder; 
and (4) makes a lovely Smooth Skin night 
cream that helps amazingly against sen- 
sitive dry skin. And, girls, very dry skin 
may tend to wrinkle early! 
Alix—world-famous designer of exquisite 
fashions—endorses this new “One-Jar” 
Beauty Treatment for daily care of your 
complexion. Try this light, fragrant Jergens 


ALL-PURPOSE...FOR ALL SKIN TYPES 





FOR A SMOOTH, KISSABLE COMPLEXION 





Face Cream yourself. 50¢, 25¢, 10¢ — $1.00 
a jar at beauty counters. Get Jergens Face 
Cream today, sure. 


Endorsed by Chix of Paris 


Famous Fashion Creator 


ALREADY POPULAR! 
Walter Winchell intro- 
duced Jergens Face Cream 
on the air. Thousands 
tried this new cream. 
‘‘Did more for my skin in 4 
months than expensive 
cosmetics had done in 
years,” writes Mrs. J. A. 
Ware, Hobbs, New Mex- 
ico. “Thanks for your 
new Jergens Face Cream.” 


FREE Generous Sample of lovely new 
é Face Cream. Mail coupon now. 
(Paste on penny postcard, if you like) 

The Andrew Jergens Company, 1605 Alfred Street 
Cincinnati, Ohio (In Canada: Perth, Ontario) 
Please rush my free sample of the new Jergens Face 
Cream. 


ALIX OF PARIS 


Name. 





Street 





City. State. 
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pit. Just watch 
aian't upset me 6 
ne go after those birds 


The action of Ex-Lax is thorough, 
yet gentle! No shock. No strain. No 
weakening after-effects. Just an easy, 
comfortable bowel movement that 
brings blessed relief. Try Ex-Lax 
next time you need a laxative. It’s 
good for every member of the family. 


10¢ and 25¢ 
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The Man Bette Davis Married 


(Continued from page 57) 


first by private tutors and then, after a 
term or two at high school in Rutland, 
had attended a school for boys at Hoosick, 
New York. He had decided first on a 
business career, but music, the common 
love that united his entire family, event- 
ually won out. Arthur left for New York 
to study the violin. Concerts all over the 
East followed with his sister Barbara, a 
concert singer, and brother Dan, a cellist. 

A second interest was flying. Arthur 
became active in aviation through his 
first wife, Betty Jane Aydelotte, designer 
and aviatrix of Boston and Barnstable, 
Massachusetts, before their divorce two 
years ago. He became a skillful pilot, 
winning ratings of one S—land and two 
S—land and his plane: was a familiar 
figure at the East Boston airport, where 
he flew for a private company. 


At the Lodge Bette and Arthur rode, 
played golf, tennis and went swim- 
ming, Bette’s favorite sport. In the eve- 
nings, Arthur played and sang for her. 

In Boston, Arthur’s close friends, among 
whom are the Cushings (especially Betty 
Cushing, ex-wife of James Roosevelt), 
began to hear of the happy twosome. 
So did the reporters, and in no time 
Boston papers were printing rumors of 
a romance—rumors promptly denied by 
both Bette and Arthur. 

One evening, as Bette sat on the porch 
of the hotel with its owner, Robert 
Peckett, he said very quietly, “Bette, I’ve 
lived here nearly fifty years, yet I never 
look out over those forests and fields of 


1 mine without feeling a thrill to the core 


of me when I think that these are my 
trees and this is my own land.” 

In Hollywood Bette had never cared 
to own or possess for long a home or 
land. The town seemed too restless, too 
uncertain for her. 

And then, far up there in New Hamp- 
shire, Arthur Farnsworth and Bette one 
day walked up a roadway lined on either 
side with colorful butternut trees to see 
an old home Arthur had purchased as an 
investment. The minute Bette Davis saw 
the house she knew so many answers to 
things that had puzzled her before. Here, 
before her, was her home. 

She bought the house, of course, and 
called it “Butternut Lodge” because of 
the trees around it. Instantly she plunged 
into plans for redecorating, plans in 
which Arthur shared intimately. A furni- 
ture connoisseur, he spent many hours 
with Mrs. Davis touring New England 
buying the antiques Bette wanted. 

But soon, all too soon, she had to re- 
turn to Hollywood for “All This and 
Heaven, Too.” 

She said good-by to her friends and 
neighbors—and to Arthur Farnsworth. As 
yet, not one word of love had been spoken 
between them, but something even deeper 
—a feeling of friendship born from a 
sharing of land and home—had grown in 
their hearts, something even they didn’t 
understand at the time. 


The first Hollywood evidence of a new 


element in Bette’s life came when the 
word spread that a handsome stranger 
named Arthur Farnsworth and his sister 
were house guests of Bette Davis in her 
River Bottom home in Glendale. 

On a motor trip they took to Death 
Valley with Mrs. Davis, Barbara Farns- 
worth and a party of friends, Arthur’s 
devotion to Bette was observed by all. 
It was plain that he worshipped her. 

Not too unnaturally, the romance ru- 
mors began. Bette, in the midst of work, 
nervous, upset and embarrassed, denied 


the rumors vehemently. So strongly, in 
fact, did she speak that Arthur Farns- 
worth, sharing her feelings, left Holly- 
wood for home before even Bette’s friends 
had a chance to know him. Several close 
friends had met him at the christening of 
Bette’s sister’s baby and once photogra- 
phers had snapped the couple at the Grove. 
But that was all Hollywood knew of him. 

“Anyway, it’s ridiculous,” several peo- 
ple close to Bette said. “No one has 
ever been in Bette’s heart but Ham.” 
And friends, returning from New York, 
brought word that Harmon Nelson, Bette’s 
ex-husband, who had been popular and 
successful in New York had confided, 
“Tll never marry anyone but Bette.” 

So almost at once, Hollywood forgot 
that a man named Arthur Farnsworth 
ever existed. Bette went on from success 
to success—until the summer of 1940 
when she went back East. Again she 
and Ham met in New York and were 
seen everywhere together; again rumors 
were revived. 

But from New York Bette telephoned 
close friends in Boston, “I'll be there 
soon,” she said. “Give my love to Arthur.” 
(Arthur, at that time, was living in 
Brookline, a Boston suburb.) 

“I knew,” said Mrs. Robert Peckett, 
wife of the owner of the lodge, “that 
Bette and Arthur were in love.” And I 
think Bette knew it, too, when she again 
returned to Franconia. 


THEN came last Christmas in Holly- 

wood. Bette sat among us at Ciro’s, and 
presented the Red Book Award to Martha 
Scott for “Our Town,” the award she 
herself had won the year previous for 
“Dark Victory.” 

Not one of us with whom she laughed 
and talked guessed her secret. Oh, there 
had been a bit of whispering, of course, 
for the papers had announced Harmon 
Nelson would be in Hollywood to spend 
Christmas with Bette; and he hadn’t 
come. We all wondered silently at that. 

But the following Tuesday morning, 
Bette and her friend Ruth Garland, her 
brother-in-law and her sister, Mr. and 
Mrs. Pelgram, her mother and several 
friends set out to attend what everyone, 
except Bette, supposed was a New Year’s 
Eve party at Jane Bryan Dart’s ranch 
home in Arizona. 

Bette, at the wheel, kept her eyes 
fastened to the road ahead as a blizzard 
swept in over the desert. Then, just before 
they finally reached their destination, 
Bette said quietly, “This is not a New 
Year’s Eve party. Farny has flown out 
from Boston to meet me here. I am going 
to marry him this evening.” 

It was the first intimation they had. 
They arrived at the Darts two hours late 
and as Bette, beautiful in her white jer- 
sey evening dress, and wearing lilies of 
the valley, stood before the bank of 
flowers in Janey’s living room to repeat 
the vows that made her Mrs. Farnsworth, 
they still couldn’t believe it. But Bette 
knew her own heart and mind. 

The Farnsworth family are “very hap- 
py” about the marriage. Extremely fond 
of Bette, they realize that Arthur’s love 
for her is worth the sacrifice he is making 
in giving up his Boston work in order 
to live with Bette in Hollywood. His 
great pride in her career has prompted 
him to put her before any selfish inter- 
ests of his own. 

Hollywood, who loves Bette Davis for 
her realness, her loyalty and kindness, 
wishes them both all of the best—for- 
ever and ever. 
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Cutie-Puss 


(Continued from page 62) 


Argus was cashing in. They’d dug up 
Bunny’s ancient films, released them as 
four-bell specials. 

The Danville Bijou had marqueed 
Bunny in “Lady Flyaway” on Sunday; 
Monday, “Wingless Angel”; Tuesday, 
that smashing tear-jerker of childhood 
days, “Baby Needs Shoes.” 

Nat and Bunny happened in on Mac 
as he ruefully eyed the crowd on the 
opposite side of the street. “They'll keep 
it up until they’ve run out of all their 
damned Stanwood film,” he fumed. 
“How’re you going to fight that kind of 
competition?” 

“Why don’t you let me do some Stan- 
wood imitations?” Natalie was inspired. 
“Say! That would be pretty good!” 

“Well, now!” Mac always was on the 
alert for splash ideas. “A timely gag at 
that. It might even be a draw. Sure you 
could do it?” 

“I can do any scene from any Stan- 
wood picture!” Natalie asserted with 
buoyant self-confidence. “Couldn't I, 
Joan?” 

“That’s right, Mac!” Bunny heartily 
agreed. “I’ll bet she’d be a smash!” 

Mac nodded. “She’s in.” 

Bunny crooked her arm around Nat 
and sighed, “Come on, honey, let’s get 
to work.” 

They got through the week somehow, 
hardly resting to sleep or eat. “High 
Olympus” was the sore point. Whatever 
the rest of the show looked like, things 
were not going so well with the sketch. 
They were on the ragged edge with 
nerves and last-minute doubts at the 
final Sunday night rehearsal. Johnny 
finally dismissed them in disgust. “Go 
sleep it off,” he advised. 

Bunny stumbled away from the stage 
and headed for her basement dressing 
room. She never knew how she got 
through that night or the next day. And 
then, before she realized it, it was 
Monday night and she was standing 
tensely in the dimly lit wings watching. 

The curtain was up... and the audi- 
ence was hanging on to the arms of the 
chairs. What was happening on the 
stage wasn’t vaudeville or burlesque, not 
in the accepted sense, and it certainly 
wasn’t legitimate. But whatever it was— 
senseless, impish, wanton, ribald, mad— 
the show was rolling. It was hitting its 
pace. 


BUNNY made her first stage appearance 
with Marty. In her little dress of white 
cotton, black shoes, bare legs, Cutie-Puss 
and her partner were vouchsafed just 
five minutes in which to grab the spot. 
When the man at the switchboard 
blacked them out, something had hap- 
pened to Bunny. The spontaneous roar 
of applause caught her off balance. It 
was something new in her life. It scared 
her silly. It went rushing, tingling 
through the bloodstream. It did things 
to the spinal column. 

“Oh, gosh, Nat—” she gasped, as she 
tore back into her basement dressing 
room for a lightning change—“aw, gee— 
they liked us—” 

“Yeah?” said Nat. 

Nat was a little wrought up on her 
own account. For, after chafing on the 
sidelines all her life, Miss Irwin was 
about to make her public debut, her bid 
for recognition, for fame perhaps. 

At any rate, Natalie hoped so, as she 
peered anxiously into the make-up mir- 
ror. “How do I look?” she asked. “Do 
you think I look like you used to?” 

“You ought to know,” Bunny shrugged. 
“You saw me often enough!” 
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The 3 ways to 
Brunette Beaut , 


MRS. VICTOR DU PONT, III, is a true brun 





ae 


ette. She has rich brown 


hair and hazel eyes and a warm-toned skin. She chooses Pond’s Rose 
Brunette because it matches the warm tones in her skin. 


Ask yourself these three sim- 
ple and telling questions when 
trying to choose your right 
shade of powder. 


Shall I lighten my skin? 
Shall I match it? 
Shall I warm it? 


It all comes down to this: 


Are you lovelier when your skin 
looks frail shell-pink against your 
dark hair? Or when your skin looks 
ivory-cream to contrast with the 
dark lights in your eyes? Or when 
your skin is a warm, rosy tone 
to dramatize your vivid brunette 
coloring? 

Pond’s has 4 superlative bru- 
nette shades to provide the effect 
you choose. 

A lovely rose-pink shade 
with creamy overtones— Rose 
Dawn. It is light enough to match 
very fair-skinned brunettes. Slight- 
ly darker brunettes by the thou- 
sands use it to lighten and bright- 
en their skin. 

A rieh ivory-eream 
shade — Brunette- Rachel -— all 
cream and no pink. Countless bru- 
nettes use this to match their natu- 


ral creaminess of tone. Some use it 
to add warmth toa pale ivory skin. 
Dark brunettes use it to lighten 
their skin when they prefer an 
even beige tone without pink in it. 
By far our most per«lar brunette 
shade. 

A deeper, sunnier shade 
—Rose Brunette—in which there 
is more rose than cream. Matches 
most successfully brunette skin 
with a great deal of warmth. 
Darker brunettes use it to lighten 
their skin. The pink in the powder 
takes the dull yellowy tones out 
of the skin. 

The darkest, rosiest of our 
shades, Dusk Rose. It brightens 
muddy tans. It matches a deep, 
rosy tan. Other brunettes, who 
dislike growing paler in winter, 
keep a warm, sunny tan all the 
year with Dusk Rose. 

Pond’s Powders give a smooth- 
as-baby-skin finish to your face 
and keep away shine for hours. 
They are faintly perfumed. 

Brunettes will find their 4 beau- 
tiful shades grouped together on 
the counter. Blondes will find 
an equally successful group for 
them, too. 


Free Write to Pond’s, Dept. 8MM-PC, Clinton, Conn., 


and state whether you are a blonde or a brunette— 
you will receive generous samples FREE. 
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The train to and from 
California that offers 
so much for so little! 


The 


scout 





The free and friendly service of 
a trimly uniformed courier-nurse 





Streamlined chair cars... one is 
reserved for women and children 





Snowy white berths, and lounge 
car, for tourist-sleeper patrons 


Here’s allit costs! $39.50, one way 
in chair cars, between Chicago and 
Los Angeles, San Francisco, or San 
Diego; round trip, $65.00. Only 
$49.90, one way in tourist-sleepers; 
round trip, $74 (plus berth charge). 
Proportionately low fares between 
other points. @ Be sure to ask about 
the economical Carlsbad Caverns 
side trip via the daily Scout! 








rentein 
T. B. Gallaher, Passenger Traffic Manager, 

918 Railway Exchange, Chicago, IIl. 

Send booklets, D0 Scout; 0) Carlsbad Caverns; 
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Nat moistened a finger and carefully 
smoothed a strand of golden forelock. 
“Did you notice anybody you knew in 
the audience?” she asked nervously. 
“Flanders—or any of our Meteor-Argus 
crowd?” 

“Who?” Bunny glanced sharply at her 
former stand-in. “What do you mean— 
Meteor-Argus?” 

“Well, I'm hoping somebody—maybe 
just one of our scouts—” 

“Nat!” Bunny stared with a sudden 
dawning of suspicion. “You didn’t, by 
any chance—you wouldn’t!” 

“I wouldn’t what?” asked Nat, intently 
busying herself with the beading on her 
curling eyelashes. 

i Write! Let ’em know where to find 
us!” 

“Well, uh—” Nat turned abruptly and 
thrust up her chin. “I guess I’ve got a 
right to be seen, haven’t I?” 

“Uhuh!” Bunny’s voice went flat. “So 
you wrote! Who to?” 

“Flanders,” said Nat stiffly. “And as 
far as I’m concerned—” 

“What name’d you sign?” demanded 
Bunny. 

“My own!” said Natalie tartly. “A 
name they would know . . . They wouldn’t 
come, just for anybody.” 

Bunny looked scornfully at the child- 
ish little face, the madcap lock of shiny 
hair, the rosebud pout—and it made her 
feel self-conscious, uncomfortable, just re- 
calling that she herself had been like that. 

“I'm afraid it won’t get you much,” 
she said, “just doing imitations of some- 
thing that wasn’t much good in the first 
place.” 

“You’ve no right to resent it,” Natalie 
flashed back—‘“that I’m able to do the 
things you did—” 

And then she stopped and glanced at 
the door. Somebody had knocked. “Are 
you decent?” called a voice. 

“Sure,” said Bunny. 

The door opened, and a couple of men 
looked in. Strangers. 

“Sergeant Kelso,” one of the pair intro- 
duced himself. He was a big, grizzled 
man, awkward in build, decidedly apolo- 
getic in manner. “And this is Mr. Clancy, 








our juvenile officer. Sorry to bust in, 
but it’s orders from the chief. Your 
father wants you held, Miss Stanwood.” 

Bunny dropped her make-up pencil. 
She stumbled up from her chair. “My 
fath—” She choked it off. Her teeth 
shut against her lips. The officers hadn’t 
so much as glanced in her direction. 
They were looking intently at Natalie 
Irwin. 

“Mr. Stanwood wired us from New 
York,” the sergeant was saying. “He’s 
flying on to Danville by plane. Ought 
to be here within the hour.” 

Natalie was on her feet, facing them 
in her golden-girl make-up, with her 
supercilious smile. “You’re mistaken,” 
she said. “I’m not Miss Stanwood.” 

The sergeant cocked his head archly. 
“Sure, I know!” he grinned. “My old 
woman’s nuts about you, Miss Bunny. 
We’ve only seen you about forty times!” 

“But I’m not!” Natalie was beginning 
to get alarmed. She appealed to Bunny. 
“Tell ’em who I am!” 

Bunny just blinked and looked blank- 
ly at Nat. 

“Sorry, Miss Stanwood,” said the ser- 
geant blandly, “but you know how it is.” 

“Bunny!” shrieked Natalie. “Tell ’em 
I’m not you! Tell ’em—let go of me! . 
I'm not Bunny—she is! She’s Bunny! 
.. . Let me go, I say!” 

But the officers escorted her out of 
the dressing room—one on each side— 
and gently closed the door behind them. 

Bunny sat down again, widened her 
eyes at herself in the mirror and reached 
for her tube of grease paint. 


OHNNY was in the wings, listening to 

the audience howling out front, while 
he gasped for air. “High Olympus” was 
to follow—but how could any set of 
legitimate actors buck their way against 
a tumult like that? 

Johnny started pacing back and forth, 
tensing his fingers, watching for the 
curtain to ring up. Then, through the fog 
of anxiety, the sound of loud, indiscreet 
voices suddenly jarred him out of himself. 
Over there by the stage door—some kind 
of disturbance—people trying to get past 





fur in white fox. 


worn with sweaters and jackets. 


in the know. 
“at home” evenings. 


generally made of suede. 


Freedom Ring” atmosphere. 
6. Too much “junk jewelry.” 





HOW'S YOUR CLOTHES 1.Q.? 


Here's the final line-up of the quiz on page 48: 
1. The fur is Paradise fox; watch it boom. It is made by inserting monkey 


2. Ascot—turban. A new match that’s perfect for midwinter. 

Black wool—black velvet. Take out your best wool dress, trim it in black 
velvet and go to the head of the fashion line. 

Lace shawl--a “do dress” date. Latest fillip for evening dresses. Schiaparelli 
is sponsoring it, so you can’t go wrong. 


3. Blue serge dresses and suits; evening coats that are copies of officers’ great- 
coats, complete with eagle insignia; middy blouses. 


4. A dickey is a sleeveless blouse with a small round collar, destined to be 


Byrd’s cloth is a special light-as-a-feather material used by Admiral Byrd 
at the South Pole. Because of it’s great warmth, it is used by winter-sporters 


A huarache is a Mexican sandal, worn by the best people for the best 
A weskit is a type jacket popular for sports wear; sleeveless, close-fitting, 


A frog is a trimming made of netted thread that substitutes for a buttonhole. 
It will be seen on the newest spring suits. 


5. The newest color combination is red and blue. It’s a result of the “Let 
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a protesting doorman. With a sense of 
outrage, Johnny rushed across to back 


Salon ae pis J was We didnt tell it to the Mar; nes 


speaking with stiff authority. “And this 


is = young lady’s father!” 
I beg your pardon!” Johnny stepped 
into the breach. “Nobody can come in 
now.” He looked out into the dim- 7, 


lighted alleyway. There were three 
women in the group and three or four 
men. One of the women—he stared 
sharply—why, she was Natalie, the miss- 
ing Miss Irwin, still in her make-up— 

“Sorry,” said a man in the forefront, 
a tall, lank, easy-spoken individual—“but 
you'll have to let us in. I’m Stanwood. 
Bunny Stanwood’s father. I had a hunch 
I'd find my daughter wherever Natalie 
Irwin was. Seems I was right. I’m tak- 
ing her with me, now!” 

Johnny stood blocking the stage en- 
trance, confronting Bunny’s father. 

“It’s a theater, Mr. Stanwood,” he 
pointed out. “There’s a paid audience 
in there. Your daughter’s a member of 
a working company, ready to go on—” 

Stanwood stirred sharply. “She’s not 
going on—” 

“Please!” said Johnny. “Miss Stan- 
wood’s a professional. And you yourself 
must have had theatrical contacts. You 
must know, sir—it’s one of those things 
that just isn’t done!” 

“He’s right!” One of Stanwood’s com- 
panions shouldered his way into the ar- 
gument. “I’m Jake Flanders.” He nodded 
to Johnny. “I’ve had a few theatrical 
contacts myself and—well, you don’t 
walk into somebody’s production and 
break it up. Sorry, Stanwood. And you, 
too, Mrs. Stanwood .. . Let’s go around 
front and give it a gander.” 


{7 put Mr. Stanwood in an angle. He 
shrugged, and laughed. “And who 
are you?” he asked Johnny. 
ed “_ him —_ ‘ 
“Did you know you had Bunny Stan- ° , { ° 
wal peat coet Quantico Marines reported a longer lasting 
“I found that out,” said Johnny, “a B G 
little too late!” ; fl ; ” 
Stanwood stared curiously at the p epp ermt nt avor in eech Nut um 
gloomy young man. “Too late for what?” 
Johnny didn’t say what. He gave Mrs. 





Stanwood a hand-up in the dingy area- IN RECENT TESTS at Quantico, Va., U. S. Marines reported that 
son Age eee We ee ee Beech-Nut’s peppermint flavor /asted on an average of 25% longer than 
little om of them, the the Stan- the peppermint flavor of all the other brands they tested. In addition, a 
woods, the tear-stained Natalie, in her ' os . : . . 
crumpled dress, Mrs. Cornelius, Bunny’s large majority of these Marines said that they preferred the peppermint 
faithful Sane sal companion. flavor of Beech-Nut to the average of the others tested. Prove this your- 
And they walked in on a miracle. The : 
dramatic cheteh wes under way and even self. Get a package of Beech-Nut Gum and see how long and how much 
by now the little company had the you enjoy its fine, distinctive flavor! 
audience in their grip. They had stilled 
the laughter somehow, broken through : ° : # 
Sox cad Ok lens ak ae ee An independent research organization made the tests 
lous business had left for them to over- An independent research organization was positively concealed. Each Marine was 
come. And they had caught their pace, made these tests with about one-tenth of | given 2 different brands (Beech-Nut and 
caught the sparkle. Yesterday’s rehear- the Marines at Quantico, Va. Beech-Nut one other) asked to chew them and report 
sal had been pretty bad, but tonight and various other brands of peppermint how long he thought the flavor of each 
the shine was on them. chewing gum were tested. Allwere bought _ stick lasted and which stick he found had 
No, it wasn’t the play they had brought in local stores. The identity of the gum the better flavor. 
out of New York. There wasn’t a scrap * Name on request. 
of “High ep a gon “_ not even the t h Z d 
title. But it was still a slab of life. ev sala: __ ta 
It had Mother Stanwood blubbering as J , ite eri > 
she gripped Johnny’s arm, held by the| gore minutes of flavor ie ge ae. 


pathos, the humor, the bravery of the 
little girl in green. And it was a wonder 
that mother even knew her own child; 
for the quiet, assured young woman up 
there wasn’t Bunny Stanwood at all; 
she was another young person, a little 
stray from the New York streets and 
night courts, a Miss Daisy Clove. 

They stood through the finish, Mother 
weepy and shaky, Johnny wistfully smil- 
ing, Natalie sniffling, Dad and Flanders 
pinching each other black and blue, and 
the dour-faced Mrs. Cornelius just look- 
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HE center part lends 
witchery to a heart-shaped 
face. The Hair is brushed back 
smoothly from the browandheld 
securely with DeLong Bob Pins. 

ALL BOB PINS ARE NOT ALIKE 
You don’t have to be annoyed 
by loose, falling pins that do not 
keep their shape. Try DeLong’s 
... they have a strong, lasting 
grip . . . they won't slip out. 


Ue Lone 


BOB PINS 
| wont alip out 








ing on. They saw the flash of the curtain 
intervening, felt the silence, then the re- 
awakening of the audience, the first gust 
of applause... . 

Then Johnny took them all backstage. 
Flanders was first. He elbowed his way 
in. “Bunny! Sweetheart! Listen. It 
was all a terrible mistake—” 

“Hello, Uncle Jake!” said Bunny. 

She caught sight of her mother. “Dar- 
ling!” She pushed Flanders aside and 
grabbed. “Oh, gee—I’m glad!” 

“How’s the—” Stanwood had to stop 
and quiet something in his throat. “How’s 
the girl?” 

“O. K., Dad.” 

“Here it is!” interrupted Flanders. “The 
old home lot is the place for you, sweet- 
heart.” He glanced alertly at Stanwood. 
“Five years this time, with options, and 
as far as money goes—” 

“Wait a minute!” Bunny reached to pat 
Flanders’ cheek. “I’m already tied up!” 

“What!” yelped Flanders. “Who beat 
us—not Colossal?” 

Bunny turned to the doorway. “Johnny! 
Johnny Morrison!” She smiled brightly. 
“No, Uncle Jake—not anybody out there. 
Just a private party, here. The one who 
wrote the sketch and directed it—who 
taught me everything I know—the swell- 
est guy—” 


WHat do you want?” Johnny came 
back from the outer passageway, 
reluctantly it would seem, not at all 
gracious about it. 

“Tell ’em why I can’t sign up with 
Meteor-Argus,” said Bunny. “Show ’em 
our contract.” 

“Contract?” Johnny grinned mocking- 
ly, as he reached into his pocket. “You 
mean this?” 

“Yes.” Bunny turned to Dad, brisk, 
businesslike. “It was my idea. And the 
two of us—we’ve been working so 
hard—” 

“It’s nothing but a gag, Mr. Stanwood,” 
said Johnny. “She’s under age. Of 
course I knew it wouldn’t hold.” He 
tossed the papers on the make-up shelf. 
“All right, Cutie-Puss,” he said. “You can 
go back where you came from.” 

“But you promised!” gasped Bunny. 
And then, in a gust: of indignation— 
“Why—you dirty double-crosser!” 

“Mind if I look at the papers?” asked 
Stanwood. 

He picked up the contract and ran 
through the pen scratches as meticulously 
as though it had been drawn up by all 
of Meteor-Argus’ sixty-odd lawyers. 

“This uh—morals clause?” he asked 
gravely. “Did you ever uh—poke her in 
the puss, Mr. Morrison?” 

“T had to,” said Johnny. “Once!” 

“What?” choked Mother Stanwood. 

“Why?” demanded Stanwood. 

“He thinks I’m a louse,” said Bunny 








quietly to her father. 

Stanwood glanced from Johnny to 
Bunny and back, searchingly, to Johnny. 
“I, myself,” he said, faintly smiling, 
“never had the nerve.” 

“What’s that?” asked Mother sharply. 

“It looks as though it’s been taken out 
of my hands.” Stanwood sighed. “Oh 
well—” He brought out his fountain 
pen, uncapped it. Then, quick and de- 
cisive, he scrawled his name beneath 
Bunny’s signature on the Danville Inn 
letterheads. “We’ll just legalize it.” 

“Thanks, Dad,” said Bunny and glared 
at Johnny Morrison. “Now try and break 
our contract. I'll sue you through every 
court in the United States!” 

Flanders groaned. “They’ve just handed 
that guy a million bucks!” 

“Not me,” said Johnny contemptuously. 
“I don’t want any part of it.” 

“What?” Stanwood gaped at him. 

“He thinks I’ve been ballyhooing my- 
self,” said Bunny indignantly. “He thinks 
it’s all cooked up between you and me 
and the studio and we're a lot of cheap, 
fuzzy people.” 

“But he can change all that now,” 
suggested Stanwood blandly, “under the 
terms of your contract.” 

“You see!” said Bunny triumphantly. 

Johnny blinked at her. “I guess—may- 
be—I’ve been a fool—” 

“You dope!” said Bunny. “You darling 
—you ape!” 

“Listen, Johnny!” Flanders was trying 
to get in. “That little sketch—mar- 
velous! The direction—swell! We can 
use you too, Johnny. Just take over the 
contract—make it a double one, eh? 
Meteor-Argus can use you both.” 

Johnny caught himself and turned so- 
berly. And for that moment Bunny 
stopped breathing. For some of the 
grandest people on earth have gone hay- 
wire, listening to that siren call. 

But Johnny just shook his head. “You 
only want her because of the ballyhoo,” 
he said. “Professionally, she isn’t ready 
yet. Nor am I. We’re just beginning. 
Someday, maybe—” 

“Besides,” said Bunny, “we couldn’t 
leave Mac.” 

Johnny turned to her, joyously. But at 
that instant somebody stuck his head 
into the open doorway. “Three minutes 
for the strong men, Miss Brown—” 

“Oh, my goodness!” Bunny stepped 
backwards, unzipped her dress and 
started hauling it over her head. “Cor- 
nelius—my tights!” 

Mrs. Cornelius picked up the little 
pink fleshings. And then suddenly a 
kindling light reawakened the faded blue 
eyes. “Out, gentlemen! Clear the dress- 
ing room!” The warhorse who had super- 
vised the dressing room of Bunny Stan- 
wood, child star, was back in action. 
“Miss Stanwood wants to change!” 


Close Up and Long Shots 


(Continued from page 4) 


“Tobacco Road” and as Korda regarded 
a page of romantic history . . . each 
studio cast each story in the way which 
seemed individually best . . . each direc- 
tor was allowed to work in his own 
particular way .. . the ultrarefined, 
subtle method of Cukor .. . the brooding 
poignant realism of Ford . . . the beauty- 
and-romance consciousness of Korda . 
and so the films will emerge .. . 
individualistic as the symphonies 
Brahms and Sibelius. . .. 

It goes just as much for performances, 
too, this expression of individuality .. . 
the dynamic Miss Hepburn is back, praise 
be, and giving a masterpiece of a per- 


as 
of 





formance in “The Philadelphia Story” . . . 
I hope, personally, that she won’t be 
away from us for such long periods in 
the future . . . Cukor coaxed a different 
and most memorable performance from 
Cary Grant . . . we know all about Cary 
as the gay comedian but go see him as a 
much-in-love young man... you'll like 
him even better in that mood ... an 
unimportant but delightful little picture, 
“Second Chorus,” comes along and gives 
a fresh insight into the debonair charm 
of Fred Astaire, whom we have also been 
missing . . . despite the comparative fail- 
ure of both “Our Town” and “The How- 
ards of Virginia,” you know there is no 
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stopping Martha Scott, who starred in 
each of those and is due soon in “Cheers 
For Miss Bishop” the fact that Tech- 
nicolor discovered there were other dra- 
matic colors save blue and red (as 
witness that lovely ballet in “Bitter 
Sweet”) opens up a whole new visual 
experience for all of us there . . . the 
delightful fact that Jack Oakie has “come 
back” to steal two pictures and immense- 


ly aid a third . . . the first two are “Tin 
Pan Alley” and “Little Men” and the 
third is “The Dictator” .. the fact that 


Ginger Rogers has gone back to being a 
blonde again makes us hope that Joan 
Bennett may do likewise and restore that 
delicious prettiness of hers to us . . . the 
fact that a guy with a broken nose can 
be a fast-rising star and almost a glamour 
boy . .. meaning Broderick Crawford 
. . . go see the way he swipes “Seven 
Sinners” away from hero John Wayne 
and “The Trail of the Vigilantes” from 
hero Franchot Tone . . . even though 
Messrs. Wayne and Tone are very good, 
indeed, in their own ways, too .. . the 
realization of the fact that a girl who is 
young and very small and married to a 
wealthy star can still have her own pert 
talent and put it across with lilting 
laughter . . . meaning Diana Lewis, Mrs. 
William Powell to the income-tax depart- 
ment, who is in “Bitter Sweet” as cute 
and saucy as anything we have ever 
seen since little Miss Temple popped 
up in “Little Miss Marker”... . 


| KNOW Hollywood renders all this up 
in terms of entertainment ... and 
to some sourpusses it seems too frivolous 
to discuss entertainment these days... 
but the people who ought to know best 
about the value of it . . . those amazing 
valiant British say that seeing movies is 
one of the best ways of keeping their 
spirits up .. . if England, under this 
horror, can still love movies, then most 
certainly we may too. . 

It all gives Hollywood 2 a healthy bill 
of health as 1941 begins . . . there will 
be some “stinkers,” as Hollywood ele- 
gantly calls its flops, this year just as 
last . . . there will be some very inter- 
esting pictures that will fail at the box 
office, this year as last, just as some in- 
teresting ones will also catch on... just 
because Ben Hecht’s “Angels Over Broad- 
way” didn’t do business is no particular 
reason for discouraging Mr. Hecht in any 


further trial flights . . . he can always 
make another fortune by writing a 
slick, smooth screen play ... as wit- 


ness “Comrade X” which is a mere 
carbon copy of “Ninotchka” without the 
wit or the delightful love story of the 
Garbo film but plenty of pleasure, never- 
theless, and serving as a vehicle to prove 
that Hedy Lamarr can act as well as 
be beautiful (though her beauty is still 
sufficient as far as I am concerned) . 
there will most certainly be, in 1941, 
one or two performances by Miss Bette 
Davis which will make everybody say, 
as they always do after Davis’ films 
(right now they are saying it about “The 
Letter”) . .. “Well, she deserves the 
Academy award, that’s all” . . . there will 
definitely be mornings such as there was 
recently the morning after “The Son of 
Monte Cristo” was previewed in the 
afternoon and “Little Men” was pre- 
viewed in the evening of the day pre- 
ceding . . . a morning on which you 
wonder how the shades of famous au- 
— act when they see what has 
hegpnnes to their brain children in the 

ls of Hollywood. . 

It means vitality, all “tis... 
all makes you believe, in these darkened 
days, that there is still some hope for 
man and his imagination. 
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“H’m. You pups have got a bad rash all right. Don’t know as I ever saw 
anybody worse broken out...Oh, you feel fine, do you! ?,...Well, you 
don’t look so good! You ought to see yourself in the mirror!” 


“Funny—your tail looks 0. K.... By Jove, I see it all now! Your mother’s 
been stingy with the Johnson’s Baby Powder—giving you little dabs in 
the rear instead of good all-over rubs!” 


“Listen—stick around at bath- time and get in on my Johnson’s rub- 
down. You’ll feel like a different dog—so slick that rashes and chafes 
and prickly heat’ll have a tough time getting a toe hold!” 
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“Babies have it pretty soft these days! 
Downy, soothing Johnson’s Baby Powder 
costs so little any baby can have all the 
sprinkles he wants to keep him comfortable!” 
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BY SA ‘BABY POWDER 


Saati! ae & Johnson, New Brunswick, N. J. 
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“THE FRIEND OF FINE FABRICS”’ 


gives “soft” shirts a smooth, even 
finish. And it does a comfortable job 
on “stiff” shirts. Linit penetrates the 
fabric instead of merely coating the 
surface, Jays tiny fibres that catch 
dust and dirt. All grocers sell Linit. 


Limit is different! 
. Makes a thin, milky fluid 
& - which penetrates 
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ENLARGEMENT 
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Just to get acquainted, we will make a beautiful PRO- 


FESSIONAL enlargement of any apne. to, 
kodak picture, print, or negative to 5 x 7 inch FREE. 
Please include color of eyes, hair, and clothing for 
rompt information on a natural, life-like color en- 
argement in a FREE FRAME to set on the table or 
dresser. Your original returned with your FREE 
PROFESSIONAL enlargement. Please send 10c for 
return mailing—Act Quick. This offer is limited. 


Hollywood Film Studios, Dept. 44 


32 W. Randoiph St. 6777 Hollywood Bivd. 
, fit. ++ Hollywood, Calif. 
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He Called Her ''Man-Poison" 


(Continued from page 28) 


his most characteristic gesture as he hur- 
ried down the path. All her doubts and 
uncertainties dropped from her. This was 
right. This was the answer to everything. 

“Where’s Mike?” George was saying. 

“He showed up,” Annabelle said quietly, 
and as she saw the look of eager inquiry 
in George’s face, she added quickly, “but 
he went back.” 

Annabelle tried to close her mind to 
the disappointment which swept over 
George. A sentence that Mike had said to 
her popped back into her brain and vi- 
brated there: “Some wives don’t help any 
man.” 

Then she knew; she couldn’t just walk 
up to Mr. Perkins’ little parlor and be- 
come the wife of George Hurley, as she 
had decided in the taxicab. 

“George,” she said, “I've got to—” 

“You mean he came and went back 
without seeing me? Didn’t he say any- 
thing?” 

Annabelle said, without bitterness, “He 
said plenty, George.” 

“What did he say? Why did he go?” 

Her eyes turned to the swing under 
the tree in the yard. “Let’s sit down 
just a minute,” she said. 

For a long moment Annabelle found 
herself unable to start. They sat there, 
and George respected her silence. Her 
voice sounded a little strange and un- 
natural when she finally spoke. and so 
he took her hand reassuringly. 


““@"EORGE,” she said finally, “Mike 
doesn’t think you and I should get 
married.” 

George started to speak, but she si- 
lenced him. 

“Wait, let me talk. I guess you know 
that it was just a lark when Dad put me 
in the publicity department. I'd never 
worked a minute in my life and I wasn’t 
intending to work then. You just can’t 
know, George, how much it meant to me 
when I suddenly found myself interested 
in the work, loving it—and I guess you 
know when that happened. Well, that 
day I first met you I was excited because 
I thought Dad had such a good bet and 
because I thought there was such a good 
chance to put you over.” 

George stopped her, “What was it that 
Mike said?” he insisted. 

“I’m coming to that,” Annabelle said. 
“That night—at Venice—after we really 
understood each other for the first time, 
something happened to me. I’ve told 
you so little about myself, George, and 
yet I sort of feel that you know every- 
thing.” 

“What did Mike say to you?” George 
said intently. 

“He said I’m not the right kind of wife 
for you, George,” Annabelle said. “He 
called me—man-poison.” 

There was silence between them. A 
train whistle sounded in the distance. 

“That’s a lousy thing to say,” George 
said, “and I know why he said it.” 

“Why?” she asked, in a small voice. 

“Because of what they say about you in 
Hollywood, the people who don’t know 
what you're really like.” 

She was silent, trying to hold back her 
tears. 
“It’s all right,” George said. “If you 
feel like crying—” 

“No, thanks,” she said. “Oh, George, 
you're so darned sweet.” 

“Come on,” he said suddenly. “Mr. 
Perkins.” 

“Okay,” she said. “Mr. Perkins.” 

They went into the house to the ever- 
patient Mr. Perkins. 


When a girl dreams of her wedding it 
is always in terms ‘of flowers, organ 
music, bridesmaids and a great horde of 
friends in a huge church—but she for- 
gets that no matter how different or 
ordinary the details, the event is always 
awe-inspiring! 

So it was this night with Annabelle 
Clark. Her memories would be the smil- 
ing, good-natured face of Mr. Perkins, 
the sleepy but resigned expression of 
Mrs. Perkins and the neighbor who had 
been awakened to be witnesses, the un- 
believably short ceremony and George’s 
nervous smile as he took her in his arms. 


ATER while the last of the airfield drew 

farther and farther away from them 

as they headed into the clouds, they sat 

in silence. Then Annabelle said, “I won- 
der what my father will say?” 

He leaned over and kissed her. “What 
do we care what he says?” 

“Sure,” she answered, “what do we 
care?” 

What do we care? We care plenty, 
Annabelle thought. Anyone who knew 
how Holton Clark’s mind worked had 
to care. 

George’s head rested on her shoulder. 
He was dozing happily. Below them the 
earth was a white eerie vastness. Mag- 
ically, the moon turned the earth into a 
great stretch of unreality and she saw 
her little self and all that she had been 
as if through the wrong end of a tele- 
scope. 

Would things have been so very dif- 
ferent if Edna had lived? Well, probably 
not, because no more dominating male 
could be found on earth than Holton 
Clark. What remained of Annabelle’s 
faint memory of her mother was a frail 
aura of gentleness, gentility and inef- 
fectuality. 

According to the Holton Clark code 
there was only one way to bring up a 
daughter. It was the expensive way, the 
way of highly recommended French gov- 
ernesses, safely aging riding masters, the 
fashionable dancing school, the year or 
two at the French convent (before the 
war, of course), a Grande Tour with 
carefully selected companions (female) 
and chaperones (old and cautious). Then 
the expensive finishing school which fin- 
ished a score of girls per year within an 
inch of their already worthless lives. 

If Holton Clark ever had the slightest 
doubt about the desirability of bringing 
up his beloved Annabelle in this manner 
he managed to suppress it in favor of 
some more profitable doubt about how 
the Clark Studios were being run. The 
Clark Studios turned out four or five 
super-films every year and had acquired 
a reputation for making the finest movies 
produced in America. People wrote 
things about the “Clark touch.” The 
Clark touch was nine-tenths hard work 
—and the hard work on the super-films 
was definitely to the disadvantage of the 
Clark super-daughter, who was getting 
about as bad a break (and how well she 
pos it today) as any American beauty 
could! 


FYEN Holton had suspicions when An- 
nabelle, aged almost 18, returned to 
Hollywood one stifling June and pre- 
sented herself at the Clark manor in 
Beverly Hills. 

It was then that Annabelle found her- 
self shipped off to the ranch in Arizona 
to “have some of the veneer scraped off,” 
as she overheard her father explaining 
to his friend Helga Bentley, the news- 
paper and radio columnist. 
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fragrance and youthful color! Your Evening in Paris 
lipstick, rouge,and powder blend witheachotherand 
with your skin, in a thrilling “live” shade. And all 
are fragrant with your perfume—romantic Evening 
in Paris! You and Cupid and Evening in Paris— 
that’s an alliance no man can resist. You'll see! 
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She hadn’t liked the ranch at all—at 
first. Then she’d caught sight of Boots 
Havermill, as trim and handsome a cow- 
boy as ever smiled at a visiting dude. 

Now she looked back at that episode 
with complete self-loathing—but that had 
happened before she’d started to think. 
Well, no use making excuses for herself. 
She was what she was—and she’d done 
what any human might have done, es- 
pecially any spoiled, pampered and 
generally worthless human. 

She had run off with Boots Havermill, 
one wonderfully romantic August night. 

She had said, then, that she didn’t care 
what Holton Clark said. But the hostess 
at the ranch had her little plan about 
Boots and she kept a strict eye on him. 
That was how Holton learned about the 
marriage in time to have it annulled. 
Now she realized that he had been right, 
but she remembered ruefully that he 
had never bothered to consult her, had 
never considered for a moment that per- 
haps this was important to his daughter. 

How would he be about George Hur- 
ley? Deep inside of her, Annabelle knew. 

She knew, too, how different this was 
and how much had gone on in her since 
that long talk with Helga Bentley. “I 
think most of the things you do, Anna- 
belle,” Helga had said in a frank, direct 
way, “you do out of spite toward your 
father. He really isn’t so bad, once you 
try to understand him. Besides, what’s 
really important to you, darling, is to be 
happy—and you can’t be happy and 
spiteful at the same time.” 

So after the annullment, Annabelle had 
gone to her father and had asked him 
to put her to work. It wasn’t easy to 
change toward Holton, but suddenly she 
had felt an intent, passionate desire to 
find happiness, to put some meaning into 
her life, to hug something meaningful to 
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her. She had grown up and she knew 
it was going to be pretty tough to con- 
vince anybody of that fact. 

Still, she managed to make a lark of 
the day’s work in the publicity depart- 
ment of Clark Studios. She knew how 
to make people forget that she was the 
boss’ daughter, and they did. Then she 
met George Hurley and had the intoxi- 
cating experience of encountering some- 
one who really seemed to need her affec- 
tion—her womanly understanding. 


G EORGE stirred as the plane lost alti- 
tude and zoomed down into the 
Glendale airport. They stepped out of the 
ship and fought their way through photog- 
raphers and reporters. 

“No interviews now,” Annabelle said 
pleasantly. “Come see us soon. Yes, Mr. 
Hurley’s house in Laurel Canyon.” 

At Mr. Hurley’s house in Laurel Can- 
yon, all the lights were on. 

Holton Clark was waiting for them. 

Every move Holton Clark ever made 
was planned days in advance. That was 
one reason Clark Productions were the 
envy of less fastidious competitors. 

For all the planning Clark had done 
for his scapegrace daughter it was a 
wonder that more of his plots didn’t have 
happy endings. 

The plot in the case of her second mar- 
riage was simple. He had a call from his 
friend Helga Bentley which threw him 
into a temporary apoplectic frenzy. He 
then phoned the main office and told them 
to get him Mike Harrigan, but fast. Mike 
Harrigan was off on one of his plane 
trips into the desert, but it would be 
arranged that he would phone the very 
moment he touched wheel to cement. 

When Mike phoned he admitted that 
he’d tried to dissuade Annabelle from a 
silly marital venture but without success. 
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Then Mike agreed to let Annabelle’s 
father into George’s Laurel Canyon home. 

Holton Clark allowed himself to be let 
in, then sent Mike away, saying, “Come 
and see me at the studio tomorrow. I 
have some ideas.” 


Now he met Annabelle and George 
quietly. “Mike Harrigan was good 
enough to let me in,” he explained calm- 
ly, found himself a chair and waited for 
them to join him in the living room. 

There was so much power in his de- 
tachment that George seemed absurdly 
young, but managed a comparative calm, 
“Won’t you have a drink, sir?” 

“Thanks,” Holton Clark said, “I just 
had one.” 

Annabelle jumped into the breach. 
“It’s nice of you to come over, Holton.” 

Holton grunted. “Why didn’t you kids 
let me know this was on your minds?” he 
said finally. 

“We thought of telling you about it, 
sir,’ George said, “but then—” 

“But then Annabelle decided it wasn’t 
a good idea. Is that right?” Holton Clark 
finished. 

“Well, no. Not exactly,” George began. 

“Yes, that was it, exactly,” Annabelle 
cut in. 

Her father turned to George. “I sup- 
pose you know, Hurley, that the last 
time this happened—” 

“Yes,” George said, “but this time it’s 
not going to be annulled.” 

“T see,” Clark said. “You’ve thought it 
all out. It’s really love.” 

“Yes, sir .. .” George began, “we—” 

“Wait a minute, Holton,” Annabelle 
said. “I’m afraid your particular brand 
of sarcasm is only appreciated by the 
Clarks, so I suggest you save it for me.” 

Holton Clark smiled. This was a form 
of fencing before a blowup that only 
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he and Annabelle seemed able to con- 
trol without temper or confusion. If he 
were not so disturbed he would have en- 
joyed the battle. 

“All right,” said Holton, “I'll try to 
talk so Hurley can understand. For some 
reason you two decided to run off and 
get married in the usual Hollywood fly- 
by-night manner. I don’t understand 
marriages like that and I don’t like them.” 
He squinted deliberately at George. “Is 
it fairly clear so far?” he said. 

“So far it’s clear,” George said, “and 
I’m beginning to understand just why 
you haven’t been able to have any real 
understanding with your daughter.” 

“Oh, George,” Annabelle said, “it isn’t 
understanding Holton cares about—it’s 
having things his own way. He’s been 
too busy with important matters like 
movies. How do you expect him to waste 
any time on a triviality like a daughter 
and her happiness?” 

Holton Clark’s face went white. 

“That’s below the belt,” he said. 

“Well, listen to this,” Annabelle said. 
“All the money you ever spent on me— 
and heaven knows you’ve spent plenty— 
never bought one ounce of faith. George 
and I would rather have come to you, 
but every last thing you’ve ever done 
for me or to me made me know it would 


be hopeless. So now do your worst. At 
least, we’re married. Is that clear—so 
far?” 


H OLTON CLARK turned away from 
her then and faced George Hurley. 

“Let me ask you a question, Hurley. 
How much money have you in the 
bank?” 

George flushed. “Well, not very much. 
A few hundred dollars.” 

“And of course, you’ve taken out an 
insurance policy for your wife?” 

“Well, no—I haven’t, sir,” said George 
nervously, “but I intend to.” 

“I daresay,” said Holton Clark. To 
Annabelle he added: “It couldn’t be that 
your husband counted on the Clark 


millions? Or perhaps just the Clark 
Studios?” He turned again to George 
Hurley: 


“Your contract runs another three 
months, doesn’t it?” 

“Yes,” George said. 

“You thought of that, didn’t you, when 
you asked Annabelle to marry you?” 

“In the first place,” Annabelle said, 
“he didn’t ask me. We just decided 
to get married.” 

“I’m talking to Hurley,” Holton Clark 
said. “You realized, of course, that the 
son-in-law of Holton Clark would get a 
better build-up than just George Hurley 
—and when the contract came up for 
renewal—” 

“T never even thought of it,” George 
said angrily. 

“Maybe not,” said Holton, “and I know 
you didn’t think that when your con- 
tract runs out you'll be washed up in 
the movie business.” 

The color drained from George Hur- 
ley’s face. For a long moment he couldn’t 
talk. Then: “You wouldn’t do that to me,” 
he said. 

Annabelle looked at him sharply. She 
hadn’t realizeed how much his career 
meant to him. In a way she was glad, be- 
cause she sometimes thought that George 
was short of ambition. But the intense 
reaction from her father’s words sur- 
prised her and made her a little uneasy. 

“Well,” said Holton Clark, “now we 
understand each other. I don’t believe in 
this marriage and I never waste time on 
a property I don’t believe in.” 

He reached for his hat. “Come and see 
me at my office, Hurley. I have some 
ideas.” 





When he turned to Annabelle the ex- 
pression in his eyes changed. 

“I do care about your happiness, 
really.” he said, “even if you don’t think 
so now.” 

Annabelle didn’t flinch. “Thanks for 
the wedding present, Father,” she said, as 
she closed the door after him. 

For a long time after he left Holton 
Clark stood between them and _ they 
thought of all the things they could have 
said, but hadn’t. Then suddenly Anna- 
belle found herself crying from weari- 
ness and exasperation. Then she was in 
George’s arms and allowing herself to 
be comforted. 

He held her close and his young, eager 
mouth was pressed against hers. The 
excitement of their intimacy swept over 
her and all her doubt of him and their 
marriage was dissolved in the con- 
sciousness that this was her husband, that 
this was their honeymoon. 

Holton Clark was no longer in the 
room. 


“C(°OME and see me at mw office to- 
morrow, I have some ideas.” 

Mike Harrigan, having worked almost 
four years with the unpredictable Clark, 
knew that one thing at least was pre- 
dictable after those words at George 
Hurley’s canyon home. Holton Clark was 
in the middle of an intrigue, a specialty 
of his in which the “Clark touch” was 
even more apparent than in a Clark pro- 
duction. 

Mike had closed his ranch for several 
months because he knew that the Guate- 
malan location would keep him busy at 
least until May. Silly idea, to make 
an action picture in Central America, 
instead of in the studio, but when Clark 
had his heart set on anything there was 
no use arguing. 

The flight to Arizona had been a 
nuisance to Mike, but if there was any 
hope of keeping George from tying him- 
self up with that mess of trouble, Anna- 
belle Clark, the trip was justified. Well, 
he’d tried—and yet—that girl—somehow 
he couldn’t keep his mind off her. She was 
obviously a push-over—anybody with 
silken blonde hair like that was suspect 
to begin with—and even though the pain 
in her eyes when he’d given her that go- 
ing over was too manifest to be doubted 
he was sure that the accusation was 
justified. Of course, she wouldn’t breathe 
a word of what he’d said—certainly not 
to George, because that would ruin her 
chances. 

Why the devil didn’t he just forget 
her and get on with his Guatemalan pic- 
ture, the best property Clark Productions 
had ever given him to direct? 

He never expected that that was the 
basis of Holton Clark’s “idea.” 

Clark looked out of the window at the 
green-fringed mountain that towered be- 
hind the Clark lot. “Harrigan,” he said, 
“I want this ‘Girl from Guatemala’ to be 
a honey. I think Mary Ann Morris is 
okay as the girl, but I don’t think that kid 
from the Spanish pictures is good enough 
for the boy. I have an idea.” 

“Yes?” said Mike, also looking at the 
mountain. 

“George Hurley,” said Holton Clark. “I 
like him better for it.” 

There was a long pause. “Okay,” said 
Mike. “I think he could do it.” 

“Better postpone your sailing,” said 
Holton, “so I can fix things up.” 

“Good break for Hurley.” Mike stood 
up. “I figured you’d want to give Miss 
Clark—I mean Mrs. Hurley—a nice wed- 
ding present. But frankly, I don’t see 
how you figure we can shoot a picture 
on a honeymoon.” 

“Oh,” said Holton Clark, 
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“I guess 








you didn’t get the idea exactly. My 
daughter isn’t going on the trip.” 

“IT see,” said Mike. Through the win- 
dow he saw that a deep shadow dark- 
ened one side of the mountain. “What’s 
going to stop her?” 

Now Holton Clark rose also. “My 
idea is that you can take care of George 
Hurley okay,” he said evenly, “and that I 
can handle Annabelle okay. Do I make 
myself clear?” 

It was a good idea, a right idea, and 
he would play ball, because he and 
Holton Clark saw eye-to-eye on this 
business of George Hurley and Annabelle 
Clark, but suddenly Mike realized that 
he didn’t care for this man at all. He 
thought, “No wonder she’s like she is. 
No wonder.” 

He waved a casual hand and left. 


JN the middle of the day George phoned 
Annabelle and told her the plan. 
“That’s wonderful,” Annabelle said. “It 

sounds like a swell opportunity.” 

“Mr. Clark says I'll be back in two 
months at the most.” 

“It didn’t take Holton long to get what 
he wanted, did it?” 

George said, “Darling, it’s the biggest 
Clark production of the year. It’s really 
a great break. Mike Harrigan is di- 
recting.” 

“IT see,” Annabelle said. “When does 
the boat sail?” 

“Friday next week,” said George. 

“Oh, that’s plenty of time,” said Anna- 
belle, “We can get ready by then.” 

“You'll come along?” George asked, 
excitedly. “I don’t think your father 
is planning on that.” 

“Let him just try and stop me,” said 
Annabelle. 

“That reminds me,” George told her. 
“Mr. Clark said for me to tell you he’d 
like to see you at his office. He says 
he has some ideas.” 

“Really?” said Annabelle. “Good-by, 
darling. I'll see you tonight.” 

Holton Clark put on a great show 
for his daughter. What a break it was 
(he said) for George Hurley to get the 
lead in “Girl from Guatemala”! What a 
break it was for her to fly East and spend 
the next few weeks with Aunt Matilda 
in Newport! Aunt Matilda had just wired 
—strange coincidence—that she would 
love to have Annabelle visit her. By the 
time the company was back from loca- 
tion, Annabelle would have returned to 
Hollywood. Holton presented the plan as 
if it were the ultimate in largesse, but he 
was not entirely taken by surprise when 
Annabelle failed to react enthusiastically. 

“You don’t seem to understand at all,” 
she said quietly. “Ill admit I don’t know 
much about how to be a good wife, but 
I’m going to learn. I haven’t read the 
rule books, but I wouldn’t be surprised 
if rule Number one were ‘Stay with 
him.’ ” 

“See here,” Holton said. Now he sat 
on the edge of his desk and scowled down 
at her with typical intensity. “I believe 
you mean every word of that, Annabelle,” 
he said. “And you’re going to have a 
chance to prove it. But right now I want 
you to play this game my way. I think 
you two have a fever and all I want you 
to do is to give yourselves time to re- 
cover. Then, if you still feel the same 
way about it, Ill withdraw my objec- 
tions. 

“Yes,” said Holton Clark. “If you don’t 
want to go to Aunt Matilda’s, that’s 
okay. Stay here. Stick to your job, get 
Hurley’s home ready for him—that Can- 
yon house is a nightmare—and then, 
when he comes back, if you still feel the 
way you feel about him, I’ll stand behind 
you both.” 
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“And if I don’t?” Annabelle said. 

Holton Clark played his trump card. 
“Either way,” he said, “George Hurley’s 
contract will be renewed.” 

Annabelle stood up. This thing wasn’t 
going to be easy, but for once she would 
prove that she could be solid and 
dependable. 

“It’s a deal,” she said, holding out her 
hand. 

Holton took it. Now that he had won, 
he tied up loose ends, according to his 
custom. 

“Of course,” he said, “this is all be- 
tween you and me, isn’t it?” 

“Of course,” Annabelle said, and left 
the office. 


ATURALLY, she couldn’t tell George 

that she had kept his job for him. 
It would destroy his faith in himself, 
affront his pride. The next days were 
intensely difficult and she was terrified 
to see how George and she were drawn 
apart by her need for secrecy. 

So their parting was a little strained, 
although there was frenzy in their im- 
pending separation. 

Annabelle was reminded of those days 
when they had first met at the Clark 
studios, for somehow Mike Harrigan 
avoided them on the dock the day the 
boat sailed. 

But only a few moments before the 
“All Ashore!” signal sounded, Harrigan 
surprised them in George’s cabin. Anna- 
belle had just kissed George for the last 
time. She said softly to Mike, “Take 
good care of him,” and left the cabin. 

Moments later she realized that Mike 
Harrigan had not answered her and that 
the look in his eyes was coldly reprov- 
ing. Somehow she knew he was think- 
ing, “It certainly wasn’t difficult for the 
old man to persuade her not to go.” 
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For the first time in her life, in those 
difficult days that followed, Annabelle 
felt herself a woman. She found relief 
for her loneliness by writing George long 
letters, in which she tried to imagine 
the happiness they would find together 
when he returned. 

She worked harder than ever at her 
job. Jerry Tripp, head of the publicity 
department, was astounded at how effi- 
ciently and energetically she took hold 
of some of his problems. One morning 
he told H.C. about it, but Clark seemed 
preoccupied with other matters. 


HORTLY after the boat sailed Anna- 

belle had gone to see Helga Bentley, 
who was so active with Red Cross work 
and the War Relief program. 

“I want to work,” she said, simply. 

“Good,” Helga said, and gave her a 
note to the Chairman of the Committee. 

Loneliness obsessed her, but with de- 
light she realized that at last she had 
come alive. And one night she awoke 
from a troubled sleep and realized that 
she had dreamed of that meeting on the 
airfield, when Mike Harrigan had told 
her so cruelly what he thought of her. 
In her dream she had screamed at him, 
“I’m not—I’m not man-poison! I'll prove 
it to you!” 

She stared into the darkness and tried 
to look into herself. “I hate him,” she 
thought. “Ill prove to him he’s wrong 
if it’s the last thing I do.” 

Almost two weeks had passed since her 
husband had sailed away toward a little 
country that was new to him, and an 
opportunity that obsessed him. She had 
one note, mailed from San Jose, where 
the boat docked. It was a curious mix- 
ture of enthusiasm ard reticence. Had 
Mike Harrigan poisoned his mind, turned 
him against his newly acquired wife? 


The letter said that they would take 
the train to Guatemala City and that 
from there the auto caravan would 
head for Antigua, amid the old church 
ruins which were important in the back- 
ground of the movie story. So when no 
furthr word came for days, Annabelle 
told hurself that George was probably too 
busy * ‘ith his new role—or that the mail 
condit ms were not favorable. At all 
events, she would not allow herself to 
worry. But always she saw in her mind 
the br::oding influence of Mike Harrigan, 
turnin. George against her, persuading 
him t} at she was everything unworthy— 
and t) n she would return to that one 
little vu .satisfactory letter and try to see 
hope i: it, where none really was. 


N ‘:e fateful afternoon, Helga Bent- 

le. was holding a charity tea and 
Jerry }.ad given Annabelle the afternoon 
off so : 1e could help out her friend. The 
place was jammed with all of Helga’s 
friends: Norma Shearer was there, and 
Claudette Colbert had come over just as 
soon as the day’s shooting was finished; 
Vivien Leigh and her husband, Laurence 
Olivier, were expected any moment and 
some of the younger people were there, 
too—Laraine Day, Brenda Joyce and 
Jeffrey Lynn—and lots of lesser lights 
who were devoting all their spare time 
to the all-important charity programs 
that Hollywood had set for itself. 

The news came to Jerry Tripp from 
the Associated Press. The cable from 
Mike Harrigan arrived an hour later. 
Jerry didn’t know what to do, which 
way to turn. Then he phoned H.C.— 
H.C. couldn’t believe his ears. 

“Where’s Annabelle?” he shouted into 
the inter-office phone. Jerry told him. 
Then when H.C. had hung up with an 
anguished oath, Jerry phoned Helga. 
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Helga was capable of handling this 
most difficult moment in her life. She 
whispered to Norma to take over the 
party. Then she called Annabelle from 
the pantry where she was helping with 
the drinks, and told her it was a phone 
call—to take it upstairs. Helga followed 
Annabelle up the broad stairs. 

Annabelle reached for the phone. Helga 
sat on the bed, “There’s no phone, dear,” 
she said quietly. “I just wanted to talk 
to you, alone.” 

“Oh,” said Annabelle, “what about?” 
Her face clouded with perplexity. 

“Sit down.” Annabelle sat on the edge 
of the other bed. “Something very ter- 
rible has happened, darling. But I know 
you can take it.” Annabelle’s hand went 
to her throat; her fingers twisted around 
the gold chain and pressed against her 
collar bone the topaz pendant George 
had given her. 

“Malaria,” Helga said, carefully. “You 
can get malaria down there in Guatemala. 
You can get it—and sometimes, well, 
sometimes, darling, it’s fatal.” 

“George?” Annabelle said, with some- 
body else’s voice. 

“Yes, Annabelle,” she said. 
He died this morning.” 

It was a curious little gasp that came 
from Annabelle’s throat before she crum- 
pled up on the floor in front of Helga. 


“George. 


ao was standing over her bed. 
His face was wracked with torment. 
Annabelle couldn’t stand the sight of him. 
She sent him away. Nor could she stand 
the color of her own thoughts. When 
your mind returns to consciousness and 
horrible fact walks back into it, that 
fact walks with a measured, confident 
step, slowly, surely and _ inescapably. 
There is no way to turn it out, no way 


at least that a brave person would take. 
And now Annabelle knew that she must 
be brave. 

But the overpowering numbness that 
had set in with the first news of George’s 
death gripped her mind and heart like 
bands of iron. She couldn’t think, she 
couldn’t feel. The only thing she knew 
clearly was that she hated the very 
thought of her father. How dare people 
scheme and plot with others’ lives? How 
dare they? 

Then one day Helga said—oh, it seemed 
so many months later but actually it was 
only a little over a week—“The ship 
comes in today.” The ship that was 
bringing back the memory of George. 

For a time Annabelle thought she 
couldn’t go to the boat, but at last she 
knew it was something she must do. She 
must hear from Mike Harrigan’s own 
lips what had happened. She must, and 
she begged Helga to let her go alone. 

As the boat came in to the dock at 
San Pedro, Annabelle squinted at the 
deck, wondering if he would be there. 

She found him at last, coming down 
the gangplank, his face darker than usual, 
his arms hugging a large box. 

She went up to him and he raised his 
hat but didn’t speak. 

“T’ll drive you back to Hollywood,” 
she said. 

Mike Harrigan talked a moment to the 
customs man, then handed the box to 
Annabelle. “Take this to your car,” he 
said. “I'll clear my baggage and see that 
the rest of them get off all right. Wait 
for me.” 

She could not decide if he was in any 
way different toward her. He was still 
cold and distant. But at least he didn’t 
scorn her—and perhaps for once he was 
giving her the benefit of the doubt and 





assuming that she might have some mea- 
sure of genuine grief to overcome. 

She nodded and went to her car. She 
sat behind the wheel and waited; then 
opened the box which was untied. The 
contents had obviously been thrown in 
without care. There was an old shirt, 
and a pair of slacks. And a pith helmet. 
Mike Harrigan’s little sentimental thought 
—to bring back the last clothes his friend 
George Hurley had worn! Annabelle 
stared at them. This, then, was her last 
physical contact with the man she had 
felt so sure would mean great happiness 
to her. A hat, a shirt, trousers. They 
meant so littl——and yet so much. Her 
hand touched the rough, male texture of 
the shirt. 

“What will I tell him?” she thought. 
“What will I tell my child when he is 
old enough to ask about his father. Will 
I show him this shirt and say: In this 
your father was stricken, dear, long be- 
fore you were even born?” 

Lost in her reverie she scarcely heard 
the door of the car open as Mike Harri- 
gan joined her. 





Next month Annabelle Clark faces the 
tragic circumstances of her approaching 
motherhood. Her husband is dead; his 
best friend mistrusts her. Her father’s 
cold-blooded action in sending George to 
Guatemala has estranged her from him. 
In the meeting with poor George’s par- 
ents, Annabella faces an even greater 
drama and stumbles into a problem which 
only Mike Harrigan can solve. If she 
could foresee the part he was to play in 
her life, how differently she would have 
acted! Read the thrilling second insta!l- 
ment of “Man Poison” in the Abnril 
Photoplay-Movie Mirror on sale Wednes- 
day, February 26. 








WHEN THE STARS STEP OUT, 


person IS A FAVORITE 


Pepsi-Cola heads the order with 
those who order the best. Flavorful 
and fresh, Pepsi-Cola is welcomed 
by millions all over America. Feel 


your thirst disappear as that finer 
flavor hits the spot! Big help to 
any party—the big home carton of 
Pepsi-Cola—pick one up today. 




































































by a secretary 


When you’re as active as I am, it’s a 
blessing to have the extra comfort of 
internal sanitary protection. But it 
used to cost me plenty extra! So did 
I cheer when I learned that Modess 
had brought out Meds—a new and im- 
proved tampon—at only 20¢ for a box 
of ten. Meds are the only tampons in 
individual applicators that cost so little. 
And I certainly like them a lot better. 
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EACH IN INDIVIDUAL APPLICATOR 


MADE BY MODESS 


Meds 


INTERNAL SANITARY PROTECTION 

















BLONDIE HAS 
SERVANT TROUBLE 
A moe ° 


can instantly beautify your hair with L. B. Hair Oil! 
Famous Hollywood discovery makes hair lustrous, 
easy to manage, abundant-looking...at once! 
Removes loose dandruff, relieves dryness, itchy 
scalp and other danger signs that often lead to falling 
hair and baldness! Play safe! Get L.B. NOW! 
At Barber and Beauty Shops, 
MP-3 Drug, Dept. and Chain Stores 
REG. 25¢ BOTTLE Lt. B. 


7 
Re Aq FREE: Wain Olt. SEND 10+ FoR 


PACKING & POSTAGE 


HAIR OIL 


e HOLLYWOOD, CAL, 
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stand perfectly still in one square-foot 
area on the floor and do the step. When 


this happens, you’ve got it. 


SLow Lindy Hop and Variation: The 

Lindy Hop (see diagram on page 51 
for basic step), a blood-brother to the 
shag, covers four counts, except the 
first two are a sliding skip. We'll call 
it one-and-two—on the “and” you slide 
your off foot up and that makes the 
skip. Then it’s just steps: three, four. 
On a crowded dance floor the step 
can be done on a dime, but we'll walk 
you through it to show you the rhythm. 
One way to understand the diagram 


| is to pretend your index and middle 


















fingers are legs and put the tips of them 
on the footmarks. Then watch what your 
fingers do as they dance along. 

Jackie and Bunny show you their fav- 
orite Lindy Hop variation in Photos 3 and 
4 on page 50. For the two steps that cover 
counts five and six, seven and eight, they 
face each other and kick forward, first 
with the left foot, then with the right. 
You'll notice from the picture that the 
right kick goes between the feet of the 
partner and the left kick on the out- 
side. Then, for the quick one-two-three 
count, Jackie takes Bonita’s left hand 
with his right and they back away from 
each other with long steps, getting all 
the way back on the “two” count. He 
pulls her to him for the third step and 
they go right into a repeat. 

That backing-away business needs 
some description, by the way. The steps 
are done in a swing slide-shuffle, with 
the derriére out and knees very straight. 
You swing your ankles out a little as 
you used to do in the Charleston. It’s 
all kind of sedate jitterbug stuff and fun 
if you're with a young crowd. 


HE Balboa: Remember that sway- 

shuffle step all darky tap dancers 
break into sooner or later, when they 
look as if an invisible hand is holding 
them a quarter-inch off the floor and 
slowly waving their limp bodies back 
and forth so that their feet just brush 


Photoplay-Movie Mirror Dancing School 


(Continued from page 51) 


the wood? That’s the basis of the Bal- 
boa, which is done to the catch-time fox- 
trot we described at the beginning of 
this month’s lesson. The distinguishing 
feature of the Balboa is that while you 
are doing it you cross one foot over the 
other for one or two steps; and further, 
that practically anything you want to 
do with your feet is okay, so long as it’s 
a light, fast shuffle. 

Jackie and Bunny have their own ver- 
sion, as you can see. (Photos 5. 6 and 7, 
page 51). They stand side by side, holding 
hands, and (1) kick forward with the 
right foot; then (2) they cross the right 
foot over the left, shifting the weight to 
it, and (3) bring the left foot over to the 
left. Then they just walk out of it to 
the right, turn to face each other and 
repeat, starting on the left foot this time 
instead of the right. 

When you do this next turn you’re just 
being fancy, although it’s no trouble at 
all for the boy. The girl has to know 
how to whirl like a dervish and end 
up facing the right way, on the right 
foot, and not dizzy. You can break into 
it at any time, on any step you like; 
Jackie and Bunny chose a favorite of 
theirs (see picture, lower left) in which 
he turns to one side and she to the other, 
alternating each step, for two or three 
steps. Then Bonita puts her right arm 
behind her back so that her hand reaches 
Jackie’s right hand as he leads her. He 
takes it and swings her away, stepping 
back himself. 

Whirling to her right, Bunny takes one 
full turn away from him, pauses for a 
beat; then, whirling this time to her left, 
she does two full turns on the way 
back, taking smaller steps, of course, and 
ends up on her right foot close to Jackie 
and facing him, ready to continue danc- 
ing. In the picture at the right, below, 
she’s just completing her final turn. 

Naturally you'll go on learning from 
here, watching other people and copying 
their steps. But if you use in combina- 
tion the three simple steps and variations 
Jackie and Bunny have shown you, 
you'll more than get by on any floor. 


Below, left: Jackie and Bunny start to do their special turn in the 
Balboa routine. The girl has to know how to whirl like a dervish, 


end up the right way (below, right), on the right foot, and not dizzy 
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Should Love Wait? 


(Continued from page 34) 


the career. In the case of the man it 
might be different—maybe having a 
family to support might hold him back.” 

But Jimmy wouldn’t accept that for 
one minute. 

“Not if he’s got what it takes. You hear 
lots of men around middle age alibi 
their lack of success by saying, ‘I never 
had a chance. I married too young and 
tied myself down with a family!’ Non- 
sense. I know a young fellow who just 
passed his bar. Getting started as a law- 
yer isn’t easy. It takes time to build up 
a practice. This kid has a wife, a baby, 
a mother-in-law, a young sister and 
brother-in-law to support. As if that 
wasn’t enough, another family of rela- 
tives came from the East and moved in 
on him. That looks like excuse enough 


—CANADAS GIFTS 


See FAY WRAY, 
starring in “’ Wild- 
cat Bus’ for RKO 


for anyone to toss in the towel and- yell, 
‘I’m licked!’ But not this kid. While he’s 
waiting for clients, he runs errands for 
other lawyers—files papers, serves sum- 
mons, looks up records. He solicits er- 
rands that he can run for his neighbors 
while he is downtown and reverses the 
procedure in his neighborhood evenings. 
Not content with that, he has a job as 
relief man in a gas station nights. That 
boy will be a great lawyer someday— 
not because he had what is known as ‘a 
chance’ but because he has what it takes 
and he isn’t letting a little thing like a 
big family hold him down.” 


jumy himself is living proof that mar- 
riage is not a handicap to an ambitious 
young man. When he and his Billie fell 
in love there was no money in the bank 
and no great future in sight, but they 
didn’t hesitate a moment. Jimmy, born 
and reared in the tenderloin district of 
New York, was accustomed to accepting 
things as they came—love came and he 
accepted it without fear or prejudice. 
Marriage was one of the three vital sta- 
tistics in the history of man and, to 
Jimmy, the most vital. 

Jimmy is not a fighter in the pugilistic 
sense of the word, but he will fight for 
anything he believes right and just. Be- 
cause he was born, he feels that he has 
a right to live and when an obstacle 
looms up in his path, it is all a part of 
the game and may the best man win. 

In many ways, Jimmy and Olivia are 
alike. They both know what they want 
from life and aren’t one bit afraid to go 
after it. No one does Olivia’s thinking 
for her and her thoughts are not limited 
by precedent or convention. She has 
often been referred to as a rebel, but 
actually she is not. She was born in 
Tokyo, Japan, and spent her early years 
there. White girls in Oriental countries 
are necessarily bound by the conventions 
of society. Back home in the United 
States she enjoyed a new birth of free- 
dom, one she challenges anyone to take 
from her. She has not married—not be- 
cause she is afraid of marriage, but sim- 
ply because she has not fallen madly in 
love. Somehow when you look at Olivia 
and watch her brown eyes dance, you 
feel that if she ever loves it will be 
madly. 

But don’t misunderstand us—madly 
refers only to the heart, not the head. 
Olivia will never forget to use her head. 
She doesn’t approve of these spur-of- 
the-moment affairs that strike in the 
moonlight and flicker out in the sunlight. 

“When I say that love should not wait, 
I do not mean that a boy and girl should 
meet and take the next plane for Yuma, 
but if they are genuinely in love and plan 
to marry sometime—that sometime might 
just as well be now.” 
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Both from Canada..the scintillating 
star, FAY WRAY—and the famous 
chapped skin lotion, ITALIAN BALM 


Beautiful, lovely Fay Wray — born in Alberta, Canada 
— is one of Canada’s greatest gifts to beauty, as well as to 
cinemaland. 

From Canada also came Italian Balm, the famous chapped 
skin lotion — another beauty gift for women everywhere. 

Campana Italian Balm was originated in Canada in 1881. 
Through scores of severe Canadian winters, it has been 
preferred because of the beautifying protection it affords 
against chapping and ugly rough, dry skin. 

An American owned company introduced Italian Balm 
to the United States in 1926. Since then over 98 million 
bottles have been sold. Try it on your hands today. Only 10¢, 
20¢, 35¢, 60¢ and $1.00 a bottle. If you prefer a hand cream, 
try Campana Hand Cream —10¢, 25¢ and 50¢ jars. 














YOUR OPPORTUNITY 
To Win A Rich Reward 


ENTER THIS TRUE STORY 
MANUSCRIPT CONTEST TODAY! 


ACFADDEN PUBLICATIONS, INC., 

announces another great true story 

manuscript contest with the attendant 
rich rewards for writers of acceptable true 
stories. 

It begins on Thursday, auey 2, 1941, and 
ends on Monday, March 31, 1941. Eight big 
prizes ranging from $500 u ifi- 
cent sum of $1,000 will be 
successful true stories submitted. Perhaps 
yours will be among them. 

Do not hesitate to enter because you have 
never tried to write for publication. Al- 
ready Macfadden Publications, Inc., has 
paid out over $650,000 in prizes for true 
stories, largely to persons who never before 
had tried to set a story down on paper. What 
they did you too should be able to do. 

So start today. Select from your memo 
a story from your own life or which too 
place in the life of a relative or acquaint- 
ance. Write it simply and clearly just as 
it happened. Include all background infor- 
mation such as parentage, surroundings and 
other facts necessary to give the reader a 
full und ing of the situation. Do not 
be afraid to speak plainly. ‘ 

No matter whether yours is a story of 
tragedy, nappindte, failure, success, love tri- 
umphant or love disdained, if it contains the 
gripping interest and human quality we seek 
it will receive preference over tales of less 
merit regardless of how skilfully written 
they may be. Judging on this basis, to the 
best true story received will be awarded the 
grand prize of $1,000, to the two second best 


> > > 


All stories must be written in the first person 
based on facts that happened either in the lives of 
the writers of these stories, or to people of their 
acquaintance, reasonable evidence of truth to be 
furnished by writers upon request. 

Type manuscripts or write legibly with pen. 

Do not send us printed material or poetry. 

Do not send us carbon copies. 

Do not write in pencil. 

Do not submit stories of less than 2500 or more 
than 50,000 words. 

Do not send us unfinished stories. 

Stories must be written in English. 

Write on one side of paper only. Do not use thin 
tissue paper. 

Send material flat. Do not roll. 

OT WRITE ANYTHING ON PAGE ONE 


NAME AND ADDRESS IN YOUR OWN HAND- 
TING, THE TITLE AND THE NUMBER OF 
BEGIN YOUR 


STORY ON P. TWO. WRITE 
PAGE NUMBER ON EACH PAGE BUT NOT 
YOUR NAME. 

Print your full name and address on mailing 
container. 

PUT FULL FIRST CLASS POSTAGE THERE- 
ON, OTHERWISE MANUSCRIPTS WILL BE 
REFUSED OR MAY NOT REACH US. 

Unacceptable stories will be returned as soon as 
tive of closing date of contest. 
FULL FIRST CLASS POSTAGE 
E HAS BEEN ENCLOSED WITH 
if your is accompanied by 
your signed statement not to return it, if if is 
not acceptable, if will not be necessary to en- 
close return getees in your mailing container. 
We do not hold ourselves responsible for any losses 
and we advise contestants to retain a copy of 
stories submitted. 


Do not send us stories which wé have returned. 


You may submit more than one manuscript, 
but not more than one prize will be awarded to 
any individual in this contest. 


Within a month after receipt of each manu- 
script, a sapere or rejection notice will be mailed. 
No corrections can be made in manuscripts 
after they reach us. No correspondence can 
pa nen! into concerning manuscripts submitted or 
re 
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the two big $750 second prizes, etc. And don’t 
forget that even if your story falls slightly 
below prize-winning quality, if we can use 
it we will gladly consider it for purchase at 
our liberal word rates, which range upwards 
from 2c to 5c on word. Unlike the eight 
prize awards there is no restriction on the 
number of stories we can purchase if they 
come up to our requirements. 

If you have not age 2 procured a — 
of our free booklet which explains the 
simple method of presenting true stories, 
which has proved to be most effective, be 
sure to mail the coupon today. In writing 
your story do not fail to follow the rules in 
every particular, thus making sure that your 
story will receive full consideration for prize 
or purchase. 

As soon as you have finished your story 
send it in. By cooperating with us in that 
way you can help to avoid a last-minute 
landslide, insure your story of an early 
reading and enable us to determine the 
winners at the earliest possible moment 
This contest closes March 31, 1941. 





CONTEST RULES 


PRIZE SCHEDULE 
PE GUIs 0.0.6. c60c0ccccecescoewennee 
Second Prize—2 at $750........ 1,500 
Third Prize—5 at $500.......... 2,500 





EC 
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Always disguise the names of persons and places 
appearing in your stories. 

This contest is open to every one everywhere 
in the world, except puaievess and former em- 
sloyees of Macfadden Publications, Inc., and mem- 

rs of their families. 

If a story is selected by the editors for imme- 
diate purchase, it will be paid for at our regular 
rate, and this will in no way affect the judges in 
their decision. If your story is awarded a prize, 
a check for the balance due, if any, will be mailed 
after the decision of the judges which will be final. 
there being no appeal from their decision. 

Under no condition submit any story that has 
ever before been published in any form. 

Submit your manuscript to us direct. Due to 
the intimate nature of the stories, we prefer to 
have our contributors send in their material to us 
direct and not through an intermediary. 

Witn the exception of an explanatory letter, 
which we welco: 1e, do not enclose photographs or 
other extraneous matter except return postage. 

Manuscripts submitted are considered for all 
of our magazines and we reserve the right to 
publish accepted material where best adapted to 
our needs. 

This contest ends Monday, March 31, 1941. 
Address your manuscripts for this contest to 
Macfadden Publications, Inc., Dept. 41C, Box 
333, Grand Central Station, New York, N. Y. 


M. M. 341 


Macfadden Publications, inc., Dept. 41C 
P. ©. Box 333, Grand Central Station 
New York, N. Y. 


Please send me my free copy of your booklet en- 
titled ‘‘Facts You Should Know Before Writing 
‘True Stories.”’ 








‘own Ee 
(Print plainly. Give name of state in full.) 





“Then if the man can’t support the 
girl?” Jimmy asks, and there is a tinge 
of teasing in his voice which doesn’t tease 


| Olivia one bit. 











“Boys and girls who plan to marry will 
find a way—they can both work if one 
salary isn’t enough for two.” 

“But some men don’t want their wives 
to work; it hurts their pride.” 

“Pride?” Olivia’s eyebrows raise dis- 
dainfully. “What possible difference could 
it make if the man permits her to work 
two years before she is married or two 
years after she is married—she’s still 
working, isn’t she? If they are honestly 
working toward a home they can do so 
just as well after marriage as they can 
before—in fact, they can do it better, 
and faster. Before marriage a boy spends 
a lot of money taking a girl out and a 
girl spends a lot of money keeping up 
appearances so that she will look her 
best when he does take her out. After 


| marriage, if they want to make a pay- 


ment on the furniture instead of buying 
a new dress and a dinner, they can do 
so without the one feeling guilty and 
the other feeling slighted. It isn’t house- 
keeping that’s so expensive, it’s courting.” 

“But women don’t want to work!” 

“That idea originated with man, not 
woman. Any woman, honestly in love, 
takes great pride in helping the man she 
loves provide a future for them. She 
knows that the harder she works, the 
quicker she can quit her job and stay 
home and keep house—and raise a 
family.” 

Jimmy laughed softly, proving that if 
he didn’t quite agree, he approved whole- 
heartedly and went on to say, “Kids 
today know what they want from life 
and aren’t afraid to go after it. They are 
better equipped for life than kids were 


| twenty years ago. Knowledge seems to 


come to them from everywhere. They 
do not accept the ideas of their elders, 
they have ideas of their own. Years ago, 
success was for those who had earned it; 
today it is for those who have the initia- 
tive to go out and get it. It’s a young 
people’s world.” 


HE idea that threats of war should 

cause love to wait makes both Olivia 
and Jimmy gasp. 

Says Olivia, “When people do not 
know what lies ahead, why should they 
hesitate to accept the happiness that is 
theirs today? Suppose the young man 
does have to go to war in a day, a week, 
a month or a year—his going cannot rob 
the girl of the past but it can rob her of 
the future. Life doesn’t hold out so much 
happiness that any of us can afford to 
say, ‘No, Ill accept it tomorrow.’ To- 


| morrow may never come—to both of 


them.” 

Says Jimmy, “All through the ages, 
great warriors like Julius Caesar, Na- 
poleon, Clive of India, have, when their 
time came, said that they were glad to 
die because they did not wish to live 
to see the day when the whole world 
would be plunged into war and chaos. 
Every time a war breaks out any place, 
and there always is one, people get ex- 
cited and say, ‘This is it!’ but it never 
is. This isn’t it, either. The world will 
go right on and people will go on in 
spite of war, pestilence, earthquake, flood, 
tornado, stock market crashes and de- 
pressions—so what are they waiting for?” 

Although they both agree that love 
shouldn’t wait—they disagree on the sub- 
ject of family. 

“Children,” Olivia says, “should not be 
asked to face a future of uncertainty.” 

And Jimmy wants to know what child 
ever faced anything else. “The very fact 
that he is born proves that he will die 
and war does not take more lives than 
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disease, aceidents, famine.” 

“But suppose the husband should not 
come back from war—what would the 
young mother do then?” 

“The same thing she would do if the 
husband was hit by a truck on his way to 
work. Being killed in an accident might 
not be as heroic as being killed in action, 
but the result is the same—you have a 
widow with a child to support. And if I 
know anything about women, she’d be 
darn glad to have that child and wouldn’t 
mind working to support it. The loss of 
the husband would be easier to bear if 
she had that child to work and plan for. 

“Those mothers in Europe who are 
sending their children to strangers in 
America—do you suppose there is a 
single one of them wasting any time 
wishing the child had never been born?” 

“Of course not,” Olivia said, emphati- 
cally, defending her own sex, “but those 
mothers did not expect war to strike. 
Now that it has struck, they are doing 
what every mother since the beginning 
of time has done—placing safety for their 
children before everything else.” 

“And don’t you think our women could 
and would do the same thing?” 

“Naturally,” Olivia agreed, “but realiz- 
ing that they might have to do just that 
should make them stop and think before 
they bring a child into the world.” 

Jimmy shook his head. “Perhaps peo- 
ple should always think before they bring 
a child into the world—but do they? I 
mean, do they ever think of the child 
from the child’s standpoint? Do they 
ever ask that child if he wants to be 
born? No, the plans they make are the 
plans they themselves wish to carry out. 
True they are all for the good of the 
child, but the unborn child knows nothing 
of them. Seems to me that planning for 
a child is pretty much like planting a 
tree. You plant it and tend it carefully 
for years and years, hoping someday to 
bask in its shade. If nothing happens 
to that tree you are very lucky and so 
is the tree, but that doesn’t prove it was 
lucky that the tree was planted in the 
first place. No, Olivia, parents may spend 
a lifetime trying to please a child, but 
the child was had in the first place be- 
cause it pleased the parents. Children, 
like love, should be accepted when they 
come. Children of the last World War 
are the young people of today—has any- 
one the right to say they should not have 
been born?” 

There isn’t any answer to a fearless 
statement like that, but there is a great 
lesson—that whatever comes or doesn’t 
come, we must do the best we can. 
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for the stunning 


natural-color portrait of 


HEDY LAMARR 
by 


Paul Hesse 


on the April cover of 
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A piping hot waffle . . . ready for the 
final touch... that will make you smack 
your lips in ecstasy. Just add plenty of 
melted Parkay margarine for extra flavor 
.. and a little syrup! 
Parkay is a new Kraft creation that 
will delight you as a spread and season- 


ing. Grand for baking too . . . because 
it’s a flavor shortening and just the thing * 
for pan-frying! ‘ 


Nourishing no matter how you use it 
... Parkay is an excellent energy food 
and reliable year ’round source of Vita- 
min A (8,000 U.S.P. XI units per pound.) : 


MADE BY THE MAKERS OF MIRACES wit “DRESSING! 








HOW TO 
KEEP 


BANE 6 


WELL 





; ; @ The U. S. Government’s Chil- 
dren’s Bureau has published a complete 138-page book “Infant Care” 
especially for young mothers, and authorizes this magazine to accept 
readers’ orders. Written by five of the country’s leading child specialists, 
this book is plainly written, well illustrated, and gives any mother a 
wealth of authoritative information on baby’s health and baby’s growth. 
This magazine makes no profit whatever on your order, sends your 
money direct to Washington. 


Send 10 cents, wrapping coins or stamps safely, to 


xeaders' Service Bureau 

PHOTOPLAY Combined with MOVIE MIRROR 
205 E. 42nd Street, Dept. IF-1, 
New York, N. Y. 
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The Bath Awaits, Milady | 


Just for fun—and with the help of Alice Faye—we play some 








modern tricks on what used to be a Saturday-night exclusive 


BY GLORIA MACK 


PRODUCT of the fight-and-get-ahead school, Alice Faye took over Hollywood in a few short months, 
suddenly found herself in the high income tax brackets, a girl with money—and with plenty of ideas as 
to what to.do with it. She loves luxury; is the perfect exponent of luxury; and for that reason we use her 
for our beauty-and-the-bath experiment. 
_ Look at the pictures at the right carefully for a moment. Which one does your eye 
linger on? If you turn automatically to the serious pose you’re a deep thinker, a poised 
woman of the intellectual world. Your grooming will reflect that personality; the type 
bath you choose will be the first step toward that reflection. You are the devotee 
of the ritual bath, the let’s-linger-longer type who loves a warm and relaxing tub .. . 
who has a little tray filled with cosmetics clamped over her tub and uses this respite to 
cream her face, care for her hands, give herself a manicure. Your tub is never complete 
without a bath oil, a rubber bath cushion that will let you doze or dream, a little 
rubber mat in the bottom of the tub that will keep you from slipping when you ae oe 
But if you like Alice the Gay, you’re the gamin type. You like a brisk tub. You know 
a warm bath will relax you, a cold shower will pep you up. You rub your bath oil 
directly on your body; you take a short-order tub by using a special contraption, a 
face cloth encasing your soap. You finish off with a sweet-scented toilet water, perfect 
complement to your off-again, on-again personality. 





Alice the Gay 





Alice the Serious 


Now we have Alice the Feminine, or Alice the Tomboy... . ; ; 

If you like the picture at the extreme left you’re the lavender-and-old-lace girl. You're the type 
that makes the bubble bath boom; you like dust powder in a pretty box; your soaps are scented, but ever so 
faintly. On your walls you —_—. little rg gy with all your cosmetics arranged, so that your bath- 
’ room is really a tty, feminine dressing room. 

If you like Alice the Tomboy, you’re a brisk and efficient type who takes her bath at 
its face value. You have a quick dip, finish off with a cold shower. Your towels are 
large and efficient and you never slip up on the rubdown routine. Incidentally, you're 
well aware of the fact that a bath towel that has been warmed does the most efficient 
quick-drying job and also makes you feel like a spoiled duchess. Your after-bath cos- 
metic is cologne, a bit heavier than toilet water, probably in pine or a nice outdoors scent. 





Alice the Feminine 


Alice the Tomboy 


HEN there is Alice the Glamour Girl, or Alice the Person. .. . 
If you like the Alice at the lower right, you’re the exotic, intense type who has a Cleopatra outlook 
on the bath. You use bath crystals, revel in their soft heavy scent. Your powder is chosen to match and 
you are probably the proud possessor of one of the new bath mitts filled with dusting powder. You use 
perfume for a polish after your tub, applying it while your pores are open so that you 
are scented completely and effectively. You have the glamour-girl’s gadgets .. . toe 
brushes and nail brushes . . . and you use them while you're lolling in your tub, a mask 
all over your pretty features. 

If you’re rooting for Alice the Person, you’re a nature lover and to you the bath is, 
first of all, an aid to nature. Therefore you’re completely equipped with good stiff bath 
brushes and you give yourself that wonderful complement to the bath, a brisk body 
brushing. You realize that the more baths the better, because they keep circulation mov- 
ing, make the body more immune to midwinter diseases. You give your skin a fresh, 
healthy glow by applying a cleansing cream to your face before you step into the tub and 
then letting the combination of steam and cream give you an easy, effective facial. 


Alice the Glamour Girl 





Alice the Person 








OR the final picture, we have Alice in Hollywood, mistress of a San Fernando Valley home, proud possessor of 

a supercolossal bathroom done in French blue and pink, equipped with bath oils, bath salts, bath powders, huge. 

fluffy towels—in other words, the works. 

For the final word, we have the Faye reaction as to why this bathroom is special: “I meant it to be. A relax- 
ing bath with all the extras is simply wonderful for you . . . the heat, the perfume (and when you're in the tub 
is the one time you really can have as much scent as you like and nobody can object to it) then the rubdown. 
It works the other way, too—a short brisk bath can wake you up!” 
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Behind the Curtain in Holly- 


wood Beauty Parlors 
(Continued from page 60) 


“Hurricane,” Spencer Tracy’s in “Cap- 
tains Courageous” and Tyrone Power’s in 
“The Mark of Zorro.” A certain cowboy 
star has a permanent regularly because 
his hair is very fine and the wave gives 
it more body. 

Anent the permanent wave business, 
there’s this one on Warren William. 
Warren, as you no doubt know, is a great 
lover of the sea. He spends a good deal 
of time in and around his boat down at 
the harbor and has made friends with 
some of the old salts there, like Captain 
Paddy O’Ryan, who sailed one of the 
last schooners around the Horn. One 
morning Warren was visiting with his 
pals and he became so absorbed in the 
tales of O’Ryan that he forgot about 
his appointment to have his hair per- 
manented for the picture he was about 
to do. Suddenly he jumped to his 
feet exclaiming, “Holy gee, boys, I nearly 
forgot about my permanent. See you 
later.” With that he fled, leaving his 
cronies with jaws sagging in astonish- 
ment. It took a little time and a lot of 
explaining before he was taken back 
again into their good graces. 

Favorite barber of many of Hollywood’s 


top flighters is genial Bob Matz. Henry | 


Fonda, Melvyn Douglas, Basil Rathbone, 
Jeffrey Lynn, George Raft and Eddie 
Robinson all come to him. Dick Powell 
and Tyrone Power, who used to be his 
customers, stopped because they felt em- 
barrassed about being seen going into a 
beauty salon. George Raft usually comes 
in accompanied by Mack Grey and some 
of his other friends known as the Grue- 
some Group. They make a holiday out of 
their visit. Once when George was in a 
particularly good mood he treated every- 
one in the salon to champagne. 

When I asked Bob to tell me the most 
amusing incident that had happened in 
his department he ran his hand through 
his thatch of silver hair, which by the 
way is the envy of all his patrons, and 
said, “Well, I think one of the funniest 
things was the time John Barrymore 
came in here with his mother-in-law, 
Mrs. Jacobs, to supervise his haircut. She 
was pretty fussy about John’s hair be- 
cause she had been cutting it herself 
and thought she knew how it should be 
done.” 

Bob frequently goes to the studio or 
to the home of his patrons to cut their 
hair. He has a standing date to go to 
Charles Boyer’s house every other Sun- 
day to cut his hair. 

You might wonder if the constant con- 
tact of these beauty operators with their 
famous clients doesn’t tend to breed envy 
of their fame and wealth. The answer is 
always an emphatic “No.” One girl 
summed it up: “I wouldn’t trade places 
with any of them and I’ve worked on 
nearly all the top-notch stars. They have 
looks and fame and money, but I don’t 
know one of them who has the peace of 
mind or contentment I have.” 











SNATCH! 


Watch for this powerful story from the 
actual life of a Hollywood star on film- 
land's forbidden subject—kidnapping! 


COMING IN APRIL 
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Koaps OW Kissable’ 


FLAME«GLO Lipstick sets your lips aflame with a 
| radiant, seductive glow of youth that Keeps you Kiss« 
able! No man can resist its satiny lustre, its bewitch« 
ing fragrance, its captivating colors...specially created 
to blend perfectly with the new fashion tones! And 
here’s good news ...a watererepellent film sea/s the 
thrilling, vibrant color to your lips; it’s longer lasting! 


Try these popular FLAME«GLO shades TODAY: 
ROCKET RED, RASPBERRY, GLAMOUR RED AND ROYAL WINE 


AT ALL 5 & 10¢ STORES 
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DON'T LET 


JANGLED NERVES 


Wreck Your Life 


Bernarr Macfadden’s new book, More 
Power to Your Nerves, contains defi- 
nite practical help for those suffering 
from nervous disorders. Page after 
page of this remarkable book is de- 
voted to actual case-histories taken 
from the files of various Macfadden 
health resorts. These case-histories 
give you the symptoms and the de- 
tailed treatments employed in these 
nerve cases. Here you get not theory 
—not experimentation — but the last 
word in modernized physical and men- 
tal hygiene for nervous sufferers. 


Here in 246 pages of intensively inter- 
esting reading you discover how you 
can gain complete control over your 
nervous system. How you can banish 
fear, worry, anxiety. How you can 
mend your shattered nerves and once 
again enjoy the thrill of living . 


More Power to Your Nerves sells for 
only $2.00. And if you are not satis- 
fied with the book, merely return it 
within 5 days and we will refund 
your $2.00. Send for your copy today. 


MACFADDEN BOOK CO. 
Dept. MM-3 
205 East 42nd Street, New York, N. Y. 
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LOVELINESS 


BATHASWEET 


Give the loveliness of your skin the benefit 
of bathing in water soft as rain—sprinkle 
Bathasweet into your bath. Enjoy the 
luxury of exquisitely perfumed water while 
you achieve true cleanliness more quickly, 
more easily. After a Bathasweet-softened 
bath you feel cleaner with the lovely fra- 
grance of Bathasweet all around you. 50 
cent and $1 sizes at drug and department 
stores. 10 cent sizes at all ten cent stores. 
BATHASWEET SOAP—exquisitely fragrant, bland 


and kind to your skin. On sale in exclusive Batha- 
sweet fragrances at drug and department stores. 


it SEND FOR TRIAL BATH KIT } 
e 


BATHASWEET CORPORATION, Dept. MF3 
1911 Park Ave., New York, N. Y. 

Send me the BATHASWEET BATH KIT con- 
taining two packets of BATHASWEET and 
two trial cakes of BATHASWEET SOAP. I 
enclose 10¢ to cover postage and handling. 


Naine. 





Addr 














IF YOU LIKE TO DRAW, 
SKETCH or PAINT— 


Write for Talent Test (No Fee). Give 
age and occupation. 


FEDERAL SCHOOLS, Inc. 
MM-21, Minnecpolis, Minn. 


SITROUX 
Thijole Tested 


CLEANSING TISSUES 
SOFTER Say “Sit-True” 


for tissues that are as soft as a 
kiss on the cheek. 


STRONGER As strong as 
a man’s fond embrace. Sitroux 
is made from pure cellulose. 


MORE ABSORBENT 
Drinks in moisture. Ideal for 
beauty care and a thousand 
and one uses everywhere. 


AT 5 & 10C—DRUG & DEPT. STORES 
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early days when sometimes he didn’t 
know where his next meal was coming 
from, he worked just as hard and sin- 
cerely as he works now, and even then 
he didn’t like playing straight young 
juveniles. The parts often enough were 
sympathetically written and even made 
heroes of him, and Bogie played them 
conscientiously and got good notices. His 
performance in “Saturday’s Children” 
was full of charm and humor. But none 
of it was Bogie’s stuff. Being just a nice 
young man in light youthful comedies 
wasn’t good enough for him, and after a 
while he got a little sick of the parts for 
which he was always cast, and a little 
discouraged. And at the same time the 
jobs became a little rarer and sometimes 
there were long lean stretches when the 
pockets were close to being empty. 

Because he had made a great hit in 
the same sort of role in “Saturday’s Chil- 
dren” and “Cradle Snatchers,” nobody 
would give him a chance at any other 
sort of role until Arthur Hopkins cast 
him in a role as far removed from that 
of a young juvenile as is possible. 


THE play was “The Petrified Forest” 
and the opening night, although I had 
nothing whatever to do with it, was for 
me an exciting occasion and one which 
I will always remember. Concerned with 
the play were four good friends, Leslie 
Howard and Humphrey Bogart, actors, 
Robert Sherwood, author, and Arthur 
Hopkins, producer. Gilbert Miller, an- 
other friend, had an interest in the play, 


but the production was Arthur Hopkins’. 

Bob Sherwood and Leslie Howard were 
doing all right for themselves but Hop- 
kins had had a lot of bad luck and three 
or four failures in a row and I loved 
Arthur. Also, I knew that for Bogie 
that opening night meant everything. Not 
only was he down to his last nickel and 
beyond that, but he was so discouraged 
that if the play flopped and he made 
no impression he was ready to give up 
acting forever. I knew that he liked the 
part and that for days before the open- 
ing night he had sacrificed his good 
looks by cropping his hair so short that 
his head appeared to be shaven. He was 
putting everything into this chance of 
showing that he was the excellent actor 
he knew that he was, and not just an 
insipid young juvenile. I knew what 
first night audiences could be for I had 
suffered from them. That night I could 
not have been more nervous if the play 
had been my own. 

Well, everybody knows about that 
night. The play was a great success not 
only as a play but as a comment on 
American life. And on the opening night 
the audience remained to cheer long after 
the curtain came down. The whole cast 
came out again and again and from the 
cast the audience singled out Humphrey 
Bogart, the boy who had always played 
pleasant young juveniles, for its greatest 
cheering. Now Humphrey Bogart was 
playing a gun man, a cold brutal killer, 
and he gave one of the best performances 
ever seen on the American stage. 
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Personal touch to a personal story: 
one Humphrey Bogart of Mollyweed 
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This is the letter 
received from Louis 


Bromfield about the story, "Bogie," finishing on page 95 
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Every month famous es 
Hollywood celebrities and“ 
executives make the Savoy- ~~ 
Plaza their New York home. ~ 
To attribute the popularity . © 

of this distinguished hotel 

to any one feature would ~ 
be difficult. It is the combis "4 
nation of luxurious living, <i 
supreme service and unéx- | 
celled cuisine. 


Henry A. Rost, Managing Director 
George Suter, Resident Manager 












| Have Special Work 
for HOUSEWIVES 


whined We BD wee «/ 


If you need $22.00 in a week—if you want 
a beautiful selection of the latest Spring 


Now pene and Summer Styles for yourself absolutely 

Free of extra charge—all without house- 

No frnentttachouse aanene- po ae mag or invest- 

ment, even without interfering with your 

No leone’ / household duties, write me at once giving 

vy: your one _ and ope. Nothing to pay 

5A now or at any time. arford Frocks, Inc., 
Nee e000: T-7, Cincinnati, Ohio. 


BE CONSTIPATED 
UNLESS— 


You correct faulty living habits—unless liver 
bile flows freely every day into your intestines to 
help digest fatty foods. SO USE COMMON 
SENSE! Drink more water, eat more fruit and 
vegetables. And if assistance is needed, take 
Dr. Edwards’ Olive Tablets. They not only 
assure genile yet thorough bowel movements but 
ALSO stimulate liver bile to help digest fatty 
foods and tone up intestinal muscular action. 

Olive Tablets, being purely vegetable, are 
wonderful!- Used successfully for years by Dr. 
F. M. Edwards in treating patients for consti- 
pation and sluggish liver bile. Test their good- 
ness TONIGHT! 15¢, 30¢ and 60¢. 


MARCH, 1941 


























Back stage that night the dressing 
rooms were filled with happy people but 
happiest of all were, I think, Humphrey 
Bogart and Arthur Hopkins. Even so, I 
doubt that they were any happier than 
myself. That night we celebrated until 
the morning papers appeared and then 
we celebrated some more, for the papers 
thought that Humphrey Bogart was as 
fine an actor as the audience thought him. 
And those of us who were celebrating 
knew that not only was he a fine actor 
but a swell guy as well, because that 
night Bogie was very humble. 

From then on there are few incidents 
in Bogie’s career which most picture- 
goers do not know. After “The Petrified 
Forest” Hollywood wanted him. He had 


been out there two or three years earlier | 


when picture companies paid very little 
attention to him. I was there at the 
same time, working and trying to under- 
stand, without much success, how Holly- 
wood figured. Only to me it didn’t make 
so much difference because I was never 
dependent on Hollywood or the theater 
for a living. But Bogie was an actor 
and that was different. Nevertheless, 
during the first attempt to get a break 
I never heard him complain or turn bit- 


ter. 
After “The Petrified Forest” things 
changed. Hollywood wanted him and 


he gave Hollywood in return all he had, 
which is still worth more than Holly- 
wood is paying him. 

When Paul Muni differed with Warner 
Brothers on “High Sierra,” Muni walked 
out and Humphrey Bogart stepped in. I 
think Warner Brothers were lucky be- 
cause I am sure that in the role in ques- 
tion Bogie’s performance is better than 
Muni’s would have been. 


EFORE “High Sierra” Bogie played in 

a picture made from one of my own 
stories, “It All Came True.” It was a 
difficult part—not the conventional gang- 
ster role into which Bogie had been 
forced again and again, but that of a 
gangster with a grim sense of humor 
who is kidded throughout by the story 
itself. And there were other complica- 
tions, because at one point the writers 
attempted to turn the character into one 
of unrelieved menace. The picture was 
partly shot before the producers dis- 
covered that this was a mistake and 
attempted to remedy the error by retakes 
and rewriting. However, the character 
still remained a little muddled. Never- 
theless, Bogie turned in one of the best 
comedy performances I have ever seen 
and audiences took him to their hearts 
wherever the picture was shown. 

In Hollywood Bogie ran into the same 
danger to a career which had confronted 
him years earlier on Broadway. There 
because he was so good as a young 
juvenile they never wanted to let him 
play anything else; in Hollywood because 
he was a magnificent gangster they have 
insisted on his being a gangster forever. 
I, myself, believe Humphrey Bogart is a 
good enough actor to play any role you 
give him and make it vivid and real. 

Few people in pictures have played so 
many parts exactly the opposite of their 
own characters. Bogie is about as far 
from being a cold, inhuman gangster as 
it is possible to be. He is intelligent and 
kind and even sentimental and generous. 
He has a great love and understanding 
for animals and in his house a half 
dozen dogs live in peace and comfort. 

Few people have known such violent 
ups pl downs. It’s all right now. He’s 
arrived. And I know no one out of a 
pretty big acquaintance embracing most 
of the world who deserves great success 
more than Bogie. He’s a swell guy. 











PUZZLED BY 
MAKE-UP?..JUST 





a is a puzzle...until you try 
Tangee NATURAL Lipstick...the lip- 
stick which accents and enhances your 
own lip beauty. 

Stroke Tangee NATURAL on your lips. 
Like magic, it changes from orange in 
the stick until it produces your own rich 
and luscious shade of blush rose, giving 
your lips smooth, tempting loveliness! 
For complete make-up harmony use it 
with the matching Rouge and Tangee 
Face Powder. 

Tangee’s pure cream base helps keep 
your lips freshly made-up for hours... 
and helps protectthem against chapping. 


TWO OTHER NEW TANGEE LiIPsticxs! Tangee RED- 
RED...one of the rarest, loveliest reds of them 
all—and Tangee THEATRICAL RED...a bright, 
daring vivid shade. Both are entirely dif- 
ferent from Tangee Natural. They do not 
embody the color change principle —yet both 
have that famous smooth Tangee cream base. 


TANGEE 


“WORLD'S MOST FAMOUS LIPSTICK” 





SEND FOR COMPLETE 
MAKE-UP KIT 


The George W. Luft Co. Dist., 417 
Fifth Ave., New York City... Please 
rush ‘‘Miracle Make-up Kit’’ of sample Tangee Lipsticks 
and Rouge in both Natural and Theatrical Red Shades. 
Also Face Powder. I enclose 10¢ (stamps or coin). 
(15¢ in Canada.) 

Check Shade of Powder Desired: 
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No Rough Red 
‘‘Household Hands’’ 








NOW I'VE LEARNED t 
THIS EASIER WAY TO KEEP THEM SOFT 
AND SMOOTH So say thousands of 
women who use Barrington daily— 
after performing household, hospital 
or office duties—and are thrilled with 
the way this amazing cream helps 
keep hands soft and smooth. That’s 
because this delicate, fragrant cream 
is specially made to comfort and re- 
lieve rough, red hands. See for your- 
self how much more quickly than a 
lotion Barrington Cream will make 

our hands soft, smooth and white. 

old in the better 5 and 10c stores; 
also in drug and department stores. 
10c, 25c, 39c. 


North American Dye Corporation 
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A NADCO QUALITY PRODUCT 

















BLONDES! 


TRY THIS AT HOME 





New 11 Minute 
Shampoo 


Specially Made for Blondes — Helps 
Keep Light Hair from Darkening— 
Brightens Faded Blonde Hair 
1. Not a liquid! It’s a fragrant wder that 

quickly makes a rich cleansing lather. 

2. Instantly removes dingy, dust-laden film that 
makes blonde hair dark, old looking. 

3. Called Blondex, it gives hair attractive lustre 
and highlights—keeps that “‘Just Shampooed”’ 
look for a whole week. 

4, Lightens hair with absolute safety. Fine for 
children’s hair, too. Largest selling blonde 
hair shampoo in the world. 

Get BLONDEX at drug, department or 10c stores. 
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Virtue—the Great Hollywood Question Mark 


(Continued from page 61) 


the big studio paid no attention to her 
she began to be seen around with a 
glorified page boy from a smaller studio 
and twelve inches less of the coat, cut 
off to make it look different. Next sea- 
son the page boy was supplanted by a 
feature player, albeit a not very well- 
known one. Still, feature players were 
better than page boys. And the coat. 
which was beginning to wear around the 
edges, was remodeled into a waist-length 
cape. 

But a swimming pool miraculously 
spouted in the back yard of her modest 
little Beverly Hills home. Even though 
parts had been none too numerous for 
the feature-player boy friend, he some- 
how managed to squeeze out the money 
for this luxury for his lady fair. 

So she began to rate in the Hollywood 
roster, pools being more important than 
apparel. And just as the cape was facing 
the unhappy prospect of becoming vir- 
tually a chinchilla ruffle, the final step 
was achieved. Through the boy friend 
she met a top-flight director and became 
his wife, promptly discarding the feature 
player. Her social 1.Q. became terrific 
and her career began going places. But 
not enough places to suit her. There were 
the usual rift rumors, confirmed presently 
by a divorce. Insiders knew that the hus- 
band had grown wise to her cold-blooded 
selfishness. Now she is out in the open 
sea once more and the going is a little 
rough. According to her enemies, not 
rough enough 


UMBER TWO She set out to 

achieve aristocracy at any cost, to 
be the top-ranking name in Hollywood, 
and she has won her goal. She became 
recognized not only as a star but, with 
her marriage to the brains of one of the 
big four studios, as Hollywood’s leading 
socialite. Though ironically the means 
she used to attain her aristocracy were 
anything but fastidious, no one dares to 
breathe a word against this woman who 
fifteen years ago haunted the hotel bed- 
room of the then most promising juvenile 
leading man in pictures, offering to do 
anything if he would get her a break at 
the studio. To rid himself of the nuisance 
he finally had to lock her out. Eventually 
she got her break, but through a series 
of other men; from small to larger, from 
big to top. 

Her marriage finally placed her where 
she wanted to be, but it didn’t give her 
love and now that she and her husband 
are no longer together she is reaping 
the terrifying isolation her ruthlessness 
has created. On the one side, she cannot 
afford to make a bad picture, with the 
glittering eyes of enemies within her own 
studio fixed on her once lovely throat, 
waiting to tear her to pieces. On the 
other, she has no one to whom to turn 
for advice and companionship, because 
she has raised herself beyond the reach 
of warm and friendly hands. Now, no 
longer young, she sits on the dusty heap 
of all the things she once wanted, lonely 
and afraid. 

Number three . . . You'll be seeing her 
soon on the prophets’ lists for high-volt- 
age careers—that is, if the powers that 
be decide this charming load of dyna- 
mite is worth the headaches she’s apt to 
give them. Already she has completely 
monkey-wrenched the vast machinery 
of two major studios. 

She came to town with the hard-to-get 
technique. She just didn’t want to be in 
pictures, her interests in life were far 
more serious. Hollywood, however, finds 
such bait irresistible and when one of 


the studios became sufficiently pressing, 
she capitulated to the extent of accepting 
a stock contract. Then—the great Holly- 
wood success story—a prominent direc- 
tor from another studio who was looking 
for a “different” type for his next picture 
saw the test of the girl. 

On his insistence the second studio ar- 
ranged to borrow the girl and immedi- 
ately word went out that she was to 
have the works from a publicity stand- 
point. The marked attention she was 
receiving zoomed the interest of a leading 
producer in her original studio. Sud- 
denly the girl saw a chance to play the 
producer of the one company against the 
director of the other—object, career. 

However, the spark that had flown 
back and forth between the two men now 
threatened to leave said career in ashes 
It remains to be seen if the girl will fall 
between two fires. 


Bur the Hollywood wags who quip that 
the reward of virtue is oblivion are 
not one hundred per cent correct by any 
means. 

It is untrue that a girl cannot pos- 
sibly reach success in Hollywood by the 
straight and narrow path. It is untrue 
that always there must be the per- 
sonal interest of some man, or men. 
behind her. There are some outstanding 
examples of girls who have reached the 
top without any such help. 

For instance—Deanna Durbin! There 
is a girl who snapped her fingers at the 
handicap of “The awkward age” and won 
her place among the mightiest with sheer 
talent and personality. On that day in 
June when Deanna stands in the flower- 
laden living room of the home of her 
father and mother to make her marriage 
vows to young Vaughn Paul, no girl 
will ever have more truly merited the 
traditional significance of the bride’s pure 
white wedding dress. And on that day 
you may be sure not a voice in the land 
will be raised to cast a doubt. 

All very well, say you, but Deanna 
became famous as a young girl and sim- 
ply grew up with it. That’s a very 
different matter from the 18- or 19-year- 
old who starts out to make her splash 
from the springboard of young woman- 
hood. A youngster is automatically pro- 
tected against the predatory eyes of the 
males. Not so the budding young woman 


ELL, then, take the case of Kath- 

arine Hepburn. Katie was no great 
Broadway star when she first went to 
Hollywood. She had done one New York 
play of note; done it amazingly well, tu 
be sure. But there have been hundreds 
of theater names who have come to 
Hollywood with more claim to prestige 
than Hepburn. Just two weapons with 
which to wage the Hollywood battle were 
hers: her screen test and her brains. To- 
gether they won for her a friend and 
valued advocate, George Cukor, who was 
to direct “A Bill of Divorcement.” George 
ranted away at the RKO executives until 
they finally gave the almost unknown 
Hepburn the part which had made Kath- 
arine Cornell a star in the theater. With 
Hepburn’s success in the picture came a 
deep and abiding friendship between 
Katie and George. But no one who had 
the slightest knowledge of the situation 
ever accused their relationship of being 
anything but what it was—a fine, stim- 
ulating friendship. 

You say how lucky she was to have 
had a George Cukor to guide her. I’m 
not for a moment denying it. But I can 
assure you if it had not been for the 
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“TOP or THE MARK” 
COCKTAIL LOUNGE 


Stars all about! A meteoric 
shower of lights crowning 
SanFrancisco’s twenty-seven 
hills below! Inall the world, 
no other such view as seen 
through the Mark’s windows 
in the sky. Nowhere gayer 
people in gayer setting. 


Dining, dancing, living... 
no human habitation looks 
on such a pleasure exposure 
as the Mark with its sky lo- 
cation, as air-minded mod- 
erns agree. Four minutes 
from the city’s center. 


Rates from $5 per Day 
Garage in Building 


Georce D. Smitn, Gen. Manager 


SAN FRANCISCO As 
cy 


Los Angeles: G. W. Fawcett, 510 W. Sixth St. 
Chicago: G. W. Fawcett, 333 N. Michigan Blvd. 
New York: R. F. Warner, 11 W. 42nd Street 
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qualities she had within herself, if it had 
not been for that moving, fluid thing that 
makes a great actor or actress and be- 
comes a fascinating challenge to a crea- 
tive imagination like George Cukor’s, 
she could not have held his interest long 
enough to win the great break he was 
able to give her. 

Suppose we take another case; a case 
in which no one can point a finger to a 
man as the key to the star’s success. I’m 
speaking of Bette Davis. Not in my wild- 
est flight of imagination could I envision 
a Davis toadying to a “sponsor” (no rela- 
tion to radio). Bette, as you know, with 
little more than two years under her 
theater belt, arrived in Hollywood on a 
heap of “Broken Dishes” and her per- 
formance in “The Deep South.” Bette 
herself says everything she did that first 
year was wrong. There was no one to 
advise her in the ways of Hollywood. 
Eventually she wore out her welcome; 
Universal was distinctly speeding the 
parting guest. She had not one thread of 
an excuse to stay on in Hollywood— 
except an unpromising test made at 
Warner Brothers for the George Arliss 
picture, “The Man Who Played God.” 

As everyone knows, that test turned 
the tide. Arliss didn’t know her person- 
ally, he never became a profound “in- 
fluence” in her life. But he did say to 
the Warner boys, “I like that girl”—and 
Bette cancelled her return ticket in favor 
of stardom. However, George Arliss, 
master technician, would never have said 
what he did if he hadn’t seen the evi- 
dence of Bette’s work to equip herself 
with the tools of her profession. 

The point is it can be done. A woman 
can battle her way alone to the top even 
in Hollywood. But she has to have equip- 
ment, brains, the command that a mas- 
tered art gives, or she'll be thrown to 
the wolves. She has to. have enough to 
hold her own against the howl of the 
pack and the black forests of despair. 

Too few in the city of glamour have 
bothered to arm themselves with the 
most powerful defense weapon virtue 
can have—trained ability. Driven on by 
relentless ambition, they resort to sub- 
stitute bargains which don’t pay off in 
permanent happiness. More and more 
this is becoming apparent: Virtue plus 
ability is good business. 


Waikiki beach scene: Sroderteh Craw- 
ford and bride Kay Griffith, radio 


singer, on their Honolulu honeymoon 











Aes —You will be 
more beautiful with 
Princess Pat Rouge 


Suppose you found you were less 
beautiful than you could be . . . and 
then discovered a way to new loveliness 

. wouldn’t you act—and quickly? Of 
course! Well, ordinary rouge doesn’t give 
you all the beauty you could have. It gives 
that “painted, artificial look.” 


let’s see about 
PRINCESS PAT ROUGE 
You’ve a good reason to change to 
Princess Pat—if it can give you thrilling 
new beauty. And it does because it’s duo- 
tone . . an undertone and an overtone make 
each shade. Not just another rouge, but 
utterly different. Princess Pat Rouge changes 
on your skin!—matches your individual 
type. Mysteriously, amazingly, the color 
seems to come from within the skin, bring- 
ing out new hidden beauty. Isn’t that what 
you want? Your mirror shows you sparkle 
and animation—a new confidence in your 
beauty makes you irresistible. Until you 
experience the excitement of wearing this 
duo-tone rouge, you will never know how 
glamorous you really can be. Try 
Princess Pat Rouge today—before tonight. 


Now, 


And lips to match... For per- 
fect harmony in loveliness and allure try 
Princess Pat Lipstick to match your rouge. 
Get the big, Princess Pat Night and Day 
Double: which carries a different shade at 
either end. Comes in all combinations for 
light, medium and dark types. Be 
fascinating in your daylight make- 
up ... be irresistible by night- 
light. Convenient and eco- 
nomical. Two Lipsticks in one 

.. and think, it’s only 25c. 


Mise Gloria Brewster, 
charming screen 
actress, smiles her 
approval of 
Princess Pat 
Rouge. 
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New! Exclusive! Positively can’t twist, slip, or 
cut into shoulders! Kant-Kut straps end shoul- 
der strap jitters. The patented plastic stiffener 
and easily adjusted “ softie’’ pad prevent wrin- 
kling, slipping off shoulders, cutting. 
Discriminating women, who know shoulder 
strap fidgeting lessens their poise are now wear- 
ing Kant-Kut Shoulder Straps. They wash beau- 
tifully, remain fresh looking. Attached properly 
to brassiere or foundation garment they give a 
beautiful uplift bustline contour. Straps come in 
tea rose shade, in popular price range. 
SPECIAL OFFER. if your department store or 


corset shop does not carry them, send 25c di- 
rect to us for a trial pair of straps sent prepaid. 


KANT-KuT SHOT'TDER STRAP 
Div.: Traver Corp., 355 W. Ontario St., Chicago 


Ask your dealer for garments with Kant-Kut Shoul- 
der Straps attached. © 


© Traver Corp. 1940 
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Amazing! Thrilling! Romantic! 


PHOTO RING 


ANY PHOTO OR PICTURE 


reproduced perma- 
nently in this bea uti- 


ul ~ like ring. 
Will Last « Lifetime! Cc 
New Magnified Setting! 







The only Ring featuring the 
) Indestructible! Waterproof! SEN 


iepotee, see 

1O MONEY! Enclose strip of paper ring size. (Expertty 
Pay postman plus « few ite postage. If you send 

£5 Canadians: Send Money Order! ‘We extra) 


PHOTO MOVETTE RING CO.. Dpt.C-5, 519 Main St.,Cincinnati,O. 





when you use this amazing 


4 Purpose Rinse 


In one, simple, quick operation, 
LOVALON will do all of these 4 
important things for your hair. 


1. Gives lustrous highlights. 
2. Rinses ae shampoo film. 


3. Tints the hair as it rinses. 
4. Helps keep hair neatly in place. 
LOVALON does not dye or bleach. 
It is a pure, odorless hair rinse, in 
12 different shades. Try LOVALON. 

At stores which sell toilet goods 


25¢ 
for 5 rinses 


10¢ 








The Man Hollywood Couldn't Beat 


(Continued from page 49) 


it, he set his jaw stubbornly and with a 
bit of righteousness, said, “Okay, if I 
can’t get the parts I want, I'll spend my 
time on my music. I’ve always wanted 
to study seriously anyway.” 

And he did. For eight to ten hours a 
day he worked at his music. Learning, 
composing, rejecting, studying. 


T= weeks devoted to study went by 
and he said “no” to stage offers; to 
fabulous personal-appearance offers from 
New York, South America, New Zea- 
land; to offers of screen roles such as he 
had been playing before his rebellion. 

The weeks waste little time in becom- 
ing months and, occupied as he was with 
his music, delighted as he was with the 
publication and fine criticisms of the 
song he wrote specially for Jeanette 
MacDonald to sing on her concert tour, 
he did begin to wonder at the absence 
of interest in him for the roles he felt 
he should play. 

“I found myself wondering if instead 
of when I was going to do another pic- 
ture. It set me going back to wondering 
about a lot of other things. I began to 
get the idea. Maybe I didn’t know my- 
self so well after all. Maybe, at least, I 
didn’t know the kind of part that was 
best for me. Maybe I'd clung too long 
to my desire to do the Sabatini charac- 
ters I believed in. A lot of maybes like 
that make a guy stop, look and listen. 
I did all three. And discovered what a 
lucky guy I was. And how!” 

All of us are conditioned by our youth- 
ful training and Gene was singularly 
conditioned for high-speed success. From 
the time he was 5 he’d been progressively 
successful in the theater. At 14 he ap- 
peared on Broadway in a hit that ran 
two years. At 16 he was starred in an- 
other smash that ran equally long. Ex- 
cept for a brief, bewildering interval of 
bad plays, he was established firmly on 
Broadway before he left his teens and 
by the time he came to Hollywood he 
was used to dictating terms. Nothing had 
happened in Hollywood to temper his 
natural acceptance of his own opinion as 
the only right one. As a youngster he’d 
been taught to think of himself for him- 
self. And a couple of disillusionments— 


Useful husband: 
Gene Raymond, 
who took time off 
from acting in 
"Mr. and Mrs. 
Smith" to com- 
pose a song for 
wife Jeanette Mac- 
Donald's personal- 
appearance tour 


broken promises—had crystallized into a 
frankly suspicious quality. So he trav- 
eled his lonely way with no friction, no 
opposition to polish his judgment. That’s 
why he was cagey, thrifty, self-certain. 

Sparkling Jeanette MacDonald came 
into his life. His plans, which had left 
out love entirely, didn’t hold up. Even 
though carefully and cautiously he ana- 
lyzed his feeling for her, he couldn’t 
analyze away the happiness and laughter 
which came when they were together. 
Here was a girl who had worked hard 
for her success, who, with the odds 
against her, had set about to win. And 
had won. She’d faced the conflict and 
come out mistress of herself, and he 
loved her. 

Jeanette loved Gene and when, after 
their marriage, he made his decision to 
take his stand on his career, she was in 
entire sympathy with it. She knew he 
was blind to what might be ahead, but 
because of her knowledge of the man 
she had married, she didn’t try to warn 
him, didn’t try to lead him into the soft 
security of another decision. She wasn’t 
afraid of what it would do to him. She 
wasn’t afraid of what it might do to their 
marriage. 

“When it was pretty obvious that the 
studios weren’t knocking themselves out 
to get me on my own terms, and the 
reporters were making me a tragic kind 
of figure—a Hollywood husband over- 
shadowed by his wife’s success—they 
were just using the standard script,” says 
Gene. “But it wasn’t ours.” 


- RIENDS tell you what his sentence 
doesn’t. They tell you of a wife who 
was loyal, devoted, serene. Who knew 
and understood that the experience with 
gossip and morbid curiosity, the realiza- 
tion that plans can go astray, would give 
him a test he’d pass. There was Jeanette, 
loyal, devoted, serene. Her faith and 
pride never wavered. 

“Never once,” said one friend, “did 
Jeanette suggest Gene should do this or 
even that. Imagine, a wife who never 
gave advice!” 

Gene gives her full measure of credit. 
“I told her I was going to take my stand. 
That was okay. I told her I was going 
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A Sensible Treatment 
FOR CORNS 


—for sensible people 








1—Soft Felt pad (C) re- 
lieves pain quickly by 
removing pressure. 

2 — Special medication 
(D) loosens corn so that 
in a few days it may be 
easily removed.* 





© If you suffer from corns, you should know 
about this sensible treatment that has quickly 
relieved pain and effectively removed the im- 
bedded “‘cores” of corns for millions of people 
—Blue-Jay Corn Plasters. Get them today. 
They cost very little—only a few cents to treat 
each corn—at all leading ~s counters. 


BAUER E CORN 
BLACK PLASTERS 
(*Stubborn cases may require more than one application. ) 


ATLOWEST 





FREE Sample 1,000 Colors, including new Style 
hi my over 150 latest model FREE instruction. Gift offer. 

Eset. 22 years.) Write 
fax Yann CO., a5 Eases St. Dept. A-3, New Yerk, M. Y. 
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\ Wedding RING 
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low gold — wedding ring 
iven as get ee gift 
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lated Diamond 
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MONEY DRAWING 


Women Excel in many branches of com- 
mercial art, illustrating and designing, a field offer- 
ing ever widening opportunities for those lucky 
enough to have artistic talent. If you like to sketch 
objects, people or designs, don’t waste your rare 
gift. Train yourself to do the pleasant and profit- 
able work for which nature fitted you. You can do 
it in your spare time—at home—by studying the 
same lessons that have enabled our many graduates 
to earn up to $5000 a year—some even more. 

Write us for Free Talent Test and Book describing 
opportunities. Give age and occupation. 

360! FEDERAL SCHOOLS, Inc. 
Federal Schools Bidg., Minneapolis, Minn. 


Your 


days’ approval. 
EmPine DIAMOND CO., Dept. 295-P, 




















Discouraged trying 


GRAY HAIR 


Here’s good news! You can easily and quickly 
get professional looking results right in your 
own home with this tested 45-year old for- 
mula. Thousands of happy, satisfied users. 
LARIEUSE won’t rub off. Won’t wash out. 
Color comes evenly. Simply follow direc- 
tions. No dyed look. Will not interfere with 
permanent waves. Specify color wanted. For 
matching send lock of hair, and feel sure. 
introductory Offer at Special Price 
This ad isworth 25c. Geta regular$1.25 bot- 
tle of LARIEUSE Hair Coloring by sending 
this ad with only $1.00. Money back if not 
satisfied. We pay postage. Mailed in plain 
wrapper. Order today rect from Godefroy 
Mfg.Co., 3510Olive, St. Louis, Mo., Dept. 15. 
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to compose. That was okay. And when 
I told her I was going to sign a contract 
at long last and it didn’t have story 
approval or any of the things I’d thought 
I was fighting for, when I thought I was 
confessing failure, she said, ‘Oh, Gene, 
I’m so glad!’’ 

There was a pride in his face—pride 
of Jeanette—as he spoke. We knew we 
were talking to a man who, while he had 
been under fire, had ceased to be afraid 
of people, of things, or of himself. 

At a preview we heard a fan address 
him as Mr. MacDonald and waited for 
fireworks. (It’s broken marriages in 
Hollywood, that error.) And laughed 
with the crowd when Gene retorted 
easily, “It’s MacRaymond to you, sonny.” 

He’s taken it on the chin plenty from 
the press during his two-year absence 
from the screen. Because he kept his 
mouth shut, his grin intact under gen- 
uine provocation, he won real admiration. 

We have learned most of these things 
from the loyal few who never doubted 
Gene; those people who watched while 
his sense of humor, long under wraps, 
came into the open; those who saw his 
tolerance growing, his shy thoughtfulness 
of others emerging free from any self- 
consciousness. They were the people who 
first realized that an experience which 
has embittered many had served only to 
release the real Gene Raymond. 

Gene, the analytical, is now living and 
enjoying himself, without analysis. We 
heard him telling how wonderful every- 
one has been to him since he made his 
first appearance in two years on the 
RKO lot. 

“Everyone is swell, and I mean every- 
one. They come up to me smiling and 
some of the crew even said they’d missed 
me. They are grand,” he said quietly. 

Wherever you go on the lot today 
they’re talking loud and enthusiastically 
about Raymond. The guy who could 
always be counted on to say “no” and 
argue to prove it, says “sure” to requests 
for personal appearances, working late, 
to accepting the roles assigned him. 

Hollywood’s a funny town and talk 
runs fast through its grapevine. It can 
give a person the works from over- 
adulation to cruelest misunderstanding. 
It can and does do everything to lick a 
person, but it can also cheer lustily for 
the guy who is strong enough to with- 
stand both its praise and its criticism. 
Hollywood is life, you see. But neither 
Hollywood—nor life—could beat Gene 
Raymond. 








WHO IS “FEARLESS” ? 


He's the echo in a hallway, the 
shadow in a room, the enter- 
taining guest at a dinner of the 
stars, the friend who hears a 
story of whispered wrongs and 
goes forth to do battle. 


Watch for more revelations 
each month in PHOTOPLAY- 
MOVIE MIRROR from 


“FEARLESS“! 


























New—Hair Rinse 
Gives a Tiny Tint 


1. Does not leave the hair unruly, 
dry or brittle—is comparable to 
15 minutes of vigorous brushing. 


2. Instantly rinses away dulling 
film. Brings out natural lustre. 
3. Gives a tiny, glowing tint, as it 
rinses. Brightens natural color. 
4, Golden Glint will not bleach nor 
harm your hair—it is a pure, odor- 
less rinse, in (6) different shades. 
Approved by Good Housekeeping. 





More than 40 MILLION 
rinses have been sold. 
Try Golden Glint Today 


GOLDEN GLINT 


2 Rinses 10c 5 Rinses 23c 
at Cosmetic Counters 


FOR ALL SHADES OF HAIR 











ANY PHOTO EN LARGED 


Size 8x10 inches 
or smaller if desired. 
Same price for full length 
or bust form, groups, land- 
scapes, pet ‘ani 8, etc., 
or enlargements of any 
part of ot original} Safe 
return photo 


SEND NO MONEY 22 ‘mail photo [Ii 
i 


(any size) and within a week you wi 
hn beautiful enlargement, guaranteed fade- 
ess. Pay postman 47c plus a cone 49c 





with order and we pay 
inch enlargement sent &0. le 
e or send 80c and we t 


of this emashag 


pay 
offer now. Send your photos today. Specify size wanted. 
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IMPROVED CAKE MASCARA! 


DIOS 
CHICAGO, ILLINOIS 











@ Special Spiral Brush darkens 
all sides of your lashes—curls 
them automatically! 


@ Smart new “lipstick” metal case 
holds hollow tube of Mascara. 


@®An unusually generous 
amount, de luxe quality. 


©@ Tearproof—non-smarting. 


Modern Eyes Mascara 


If your 5 & 10c store has not yet 
10c received “‘Modern Eyes,” senda 
dime and 2c stamp for mailing. 


MODERN COSMETICS, INC.,, 
Distributors, Dept. C-30 
75 East Wacker Drive, Chicago 


Trade-mark **Modern Eyes” Reg. U. S. Pat. Off. 
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Safe, 
modern 
method 

gives hours 
of medication 





O*X all sides, women are turning to an amaz- 
ing safe way in feminine hygiene. A way 
thatis not only dainty and safe—but gives con- 
tinuous medication for hours without use of 
poison. And actually kills germs at contact. 


Called Zonitors—these dainty, snow-white 
suppositories spread a greaseless, protective 
coating. To kill germs, bacteria on contact. To 
cleanse antiseptically. To deodorize—not by 
temporarily masking—but by destroying odor. 

Zonitors are most powerful continuous-ac- 
tion suppositories. Yet entirely gentle to deli- 
cate tissues. Non-caustic, contain no poison. 
Don’t burn. Even help promote healing. 


Greaseless, Zonitors are completely remov- 
able with water. Nothing to mix, no apparatus 
needed. Come 12 in package individually sealed 
in glass bottles. Get Zonitors at druggists. Fol- 
low this amazingly safe way in feminine hygiene 
women are raving about. 

revealing booklet, sent in plain enve- 
FRE lope. Write to Zonitors, 370 Lexing- 
ton Ave., Dept. 3306A,New York City 
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ree Booklet—The Marvel Co., Dept. 419, New Haven, Conn. 


Brush Away 
GRAY 
HAIR 


-eAND LOOK 10 
YEARS YOUNGER 


@ Now, at home, you can 
quickly and easily tint tell- 
tale streaks of gray to natu- 
ral-appearing shades— from 
lightest blonde to darkest 
black. Brownatone and a small 
brush does it—or your money 
back. Used for 28 years by 
thousands of women (men, 
)—Brownatone is guaran- 
teed harmless. No skin test 
needed, active coloring agert 
is purely vegetable. Cannot 
affétt waving of hair. Lastin 
—does not wash out. Jus 
} brush or comb it in. One ap- 
lication impartsdesired color. 
imply retouch as new gray 
appears. Easy to prove by tint- 
ing a test lock of your hair. 
Retain your youthful charm. Get BROW NATONE today. 
60c at all drug stores—on a money-back guarantee, or— 


SEND FOR TEST BOTTLE 


The Kenton Pharmacal Co. 

259 Brownatone Bidg., Covington, Kentucky 

Please send me Test Bottle of BROWNATONE and 
interesting booklet. Enclosed is a 3c stamp to cover, 
partly, cost of packing and mailing. 

Check shade wanted: 

0 BlondetoMedium Brown (0 Dark Brownto Black 
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The Shadow Stage 


(Continued from page 6) 


mittee for his performance. If not, you 
should have. That’s what we think of 
him—of the entire cast, in fact—and the 
picture as a magnificent whole. 


Your Reviewer Says: A surprise triumph. 


Y This Thing Called Love 
(Columbia) 


It's About: A platonic marriage that 
doesn’t jell—platonically. 


“THIS Thing Called Love” according to 
this eyebrow-lifting tale should be 
labeled “This Thing Called Sex,” for it 
deals, and quite hilariously, with a pla- 
tonic marriage between Melvyn Douglas 
and Rosalind Russell that quite rapidly 
develops into something beyond friend- 
ship. The romance would have developed 
sooner only bridegroom Douglas gathered 
unto himself a mess of poison oak while 
hiding in the bushes with secretary Bin- 
nie Barnes. (Don’t blame me, I didn’t 
write the story.) 
Anyway it’s very funny and Roz and 
Melvyn are riotous. 


Your Reviewer Says: S-as in sensation; e- 
as in ecstasy; x-as in kisses. 


“ Go West (M-G-M) 


It's About: Nonsense in Dead Man’s 
Gulch. 


THE zaney, loony Marx Brothers return 
to the screen in one of their funniest 
pictures in a long time with scarcely a 
minute’s letdown in the fun that is, of 
course, always on the bughouse side. 

Their quips are terrific. For example, 
during a film laid in the Old West dur- 
ing the 1870’s, Chico suggests Groucho 
telephone for help. “For heaven’s sake,” 
Groucho comes back, “this is 1870. Don 
— hasn’t invented the telephone 
yet. 

The story, starved to death by the 
overindulgence of the Marx boys’ ap- 
petite for clowning, is about the boys’ 
effort to secure a deed to Dead Man’s 
Gulch, out West, in order to sell the 
property to the railroad and permit John 
Carroll to marry his petite and cute 
sweetheart, Diana Lewis. 

Harpo’s and Chico’s playing on harp 
and piano is simply wonderful. And so 
is that mad hilarious chase scene be- 
tween train and a horse-drawn buggy. 


Your Reviewer Says: Maddest fun in ages. 


“ Comrade X (M-G-M) 


It's About: An American newspaper man 
and a Commuznistic beauty. 


RIGHT down ‘the broad highway to 
slapstick comedy marches this hilari- 
ous farce on events in modern Russia, 
with two of our most intriguing stars, 
Gable and Lamarr, in the driver’s seat. 
Beginning as a satire with Gable a 
newspaper man smuggling out uncensored 
news to America, the film grows more 
incredible by the minute. Especially when 
the story has Gable forced to flee Russia 
in company with his “shotgun” bride 
Hedy Lamarr—a streetcar conductor, be- 
lieve it or not. A chase to end all chases, 
with Hedy and Gable in one tank against 





























Brings You ALL the Newest Lyrics! 


Newest song hits from the latest movies and Broadway 
revues—lyrics everybody’s singing—published in the new 
March issue of SONG hirs. This issue is just chockful 
of dozens of the very latest hits, lyrics from Ginger 
; **sieg- 

feld Girl’’ with Judy Garland and 
Tony Martin swingin’ right into 
your hearts and ‘‘Melody Ranch’’ 
featuring Gene Autry giving a new 
whip to Westerns. Glen Miller and 
Sammy Kaye go to town on Swing 
hot in Music Trends_ of 
1941’’. and the life story of Ben 
Harney, ‘‘Daddy of Ragtime’’, 
takes you back to when it all 
began. Also — Kay Kyser’s 






















Quiz usual — and the 
**‘Double Trouble’’ song ro- 
mance comes to an end. 
Don’t miss the final epi- 
sode. Plus, the latest news 

and tips on beauty and 
fashion for 1941. Go to 

your nearest newsstand 

=—— Or 5c and 10c counter— 
= buy the March Song 


its Magazine, but be 
sure you get the red, 
black and blue cover 
with the _ picture of 
Gene Autry. Tear off bot- 
tom line on page 42, print 
your name and address below 
and mail to publisher and you will 
receive by mail ABSOLUTELY FREE— 
our cop of ‘*400 Songs to Remember 
No. 5’’ containing over 400 famous songs. If your dealer 
is out of stock, send 10c (U. S. Currency only) to SONG 
HITS, 1 East 42nd Street, New York for the March issue 
and your free copy of **400 Songs to Remember.’” 
WARNING: Song Hits is the ONLY magazine that pub- 
lishes correct lyrics by permission of copyright owners. 


March Issue on Newsstands NOW 
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INVENTIONS 221 ‘inventions. 

patented and un- 

patented. Write us, if you 

WANTED have a practical, useful 
idea for sale. 

Chartered Institute, Dept. 101, Washington, D. C. 










is an M.D.’s formula—a medicated cream, 
especially for surface skin problems. 
Hastens removal of old surface cuticle, 
revealing fresh skin. Kremola assists 
nature in clearing your skin; we can’t do it justice in 
words—test Kremola and your friends will ask the secret 
of your live skin. When others fail—try Kremola—$1.25 
t all dealers or write KREMOLA, Dept. MC-5, 2975 8. 
Ill. for FREE SAMPLE. 


a 
Michigan, Chicago, 





NOTHING 


Ladies—Lov Watch about size of s dime. Give awav FREE pic- 
tures with White CLOVERINE Brand SALVE for chaps, shallow 
cuts, mild burns. Easily sold to friends at 25c a box (with picture free) 


and remit per catalog. SPECIAL:—Choice of 35 premiume for send- 
ing one, $3 collected. 46th year. Be first. Nothing to buy. Write for 
ial order. 


WitSON CHEM. CO.,INC., Dept. 65-R, TYRONE, PA. 
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an army of tanks, this sequence is a 
downright panic. 

While this story lacks all the finesse 
and subtlety of “Ninotchka” it neverthe- 
less is riotous fun. But for Gable and 
Lamarr, we wonder 


Your Reviewer Says: Out of its mind. 


“V Santa Fe Trail (Warners) 
it's About: The crusade of John Brown. 


BREATHTAKING in scope and theme, 
there is almost too much story, too 
many people, too overwhelming an idea 
to crowd into the one picture. “Santa Fe 
Trail” which, oddly enough, is not a story 
of that New Mexico town alone, but in- 
stead, the struggle of John Brown in his 
cause of keeping states free from slavery. 
And there’s the story of “bleeding Kan- 
sas” prior to the Civil War, of West 
Point’s farmers’ class of 54 that gave us 
such men as “Jeb” Stuart, George Custer, 
Phil Sheridan. 

Errol Flynn is outstanding, of course, 
as Stuart, Raymond Massey great as 
fanatical John Brown, Ronald Reagan 
splendid as Custer and Olivia de Havil- 
land beautiful as the heroine. 

There is just too much of it to tell, too 
many grand performances to mention, but 
a word must go to Director Michael 
Curtiz for giving us an epic that will not 
soon be forgotten. 


Your Reviewer Says: Tremendous. 


VV Kitty Foyle (RKO-Radio) 


It's About: The love story of a working 
girl. 


|X truly magnificent style Christopher 
Morley’s famous story has been brought 
to the screen, with Ginger Rogers giving 
the best performance of her career as 
Kitty. Ginger lives the part, is the girl 
who falls in love with Dennis Morgan, 
member of an exclusive and wealthy 
Philadelphia family, and is torn from him 
by traditions that cannot be gotten 
around. 

Morgan, unless we miss our guess, will 
be the most sought-after young actor in 
movies from now on. And right behind 
him is James Craig, the young doctor 
who loves Kitty through it all. Craig is 
a find, all right. 

The story has been so _ tastefully 
mounted and ably directed by Sam Wood, 
it can only fall into the “hit” class and 
there we place it with the utmost 
enthusiasm. 


Your Reviewer Says: Another best. 


VY Chad Hanna 
(20th Century-Fox) 


It's About: A country boy who joins a 
small-time circus. 


TEaee are nostalgic memories of circus 
life wrapped up in the widely read 
tale of Chad Hanna (originally called 
“Red Wheels Rolling”) with glorious 
Technicolor to enliven the memory. But 
there is little coherence to the picture, 
no building to climaxes, no framing of 
scenes to story purposes, all so necessary 
for an exciting picture. 

The performances are the best thing 
in the story and far outshadow the pic- 
ture itself. Henry Fonda, as the small- 
town stable boy who falls in love with 
circus rider Dorothy Lamour and joins 
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Write your name and 
address on coupon 
below. Mail today— 
Get sensational New 
Free Kalamazoo 
Catalog. 
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America’s outstanding values in Ranges, 
Heaters, Furnaces—alive with new features, 
new ideas, new equipment. Easiest terms— 
up to 18 months to pay. Direct-to-You Factory 
Prices. 30 Days Trial. 24 hour shipments. 
Satisfaction or money back. More bargains 
than in 20 big stores. Over 1,600,000 satisfied 
users. 41 years in business. 


Sparkling New Gas Ranges with every late 
feature (for bottled, manufactured, or natural 
gas) — New Coal and Wood Ranges that 
save you 1% to 4%. Dual Oven Combination 
Coal-Wood and Gas Ranges (which can be 
equipped to burn oil). New Coal and Wood 
Heaters. New Oil Heater bargains. Oil Ranges. 
Nearly 300 Factory Stores in 14 states. Ask 
for address of store nearest you. 


HEATERS 


COAL AND WOOD RANGES 


FURNACES 


Kalamazoo Stove & Furnace Co., Manufacturers 

469 Rochester Ave., Kalamazoo, Michigan 
Dear Sirs: Send FREE FACTORY CATALOG, 
Check articles in which you are interested: 
(0 Combination Gas, Coal and Wood Ranges 
(0 Coal and Wood Ranges (C0 Gas Ranges 
CL] Coal and Wood Heaters (C Oil Heaters 
(] Oil Ranges 0 Furnaces 





COMBINATION GAS : 
COAL AND WOOD RANGES “SSiagB ¢! 


‘A Kalamazoo 


we Direct to You. 


Registered 


Address PTET ETELETT TTT eoeccee 
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REDUCE—THE HOLLYWOOD WAY 
Here it is . he new Sylvia of Hollywood book you 
have heen waiting ‘for. Streamline Your Figure is more 


\sz/ PINS 30! RINGS 1S BBE 


than a reducing book. it is packed to the brim with prac- g 6 
tical instructions il illustrated by 32 full pa ze photogr aphs ‘s) Class pins, club pins, rings and emblems. Ff avo 
rom lif oreover, you can carry out Sylvia’s simple ‘is 
instructions in the privacy of your boudoir. =m a =. easonable prices from 30c up. cAT’ 

he price of this new boox is bu 1.00 Post Paid. y me y for our attractive, free catalog. © 


p 
MACFADDEN BOOK CO., Inc., Mi.M.-3. 205 E. 42nd St., N.Y.C. DEPT. J, METAL ARTS CO., ROCHESTER, W. Y. 





HEARTS and FLOWERS FOR YOU 


Blue W 


Tender mood of a spring flower garden cap- & 
tured in this exquisitely blended fragrance _,/ 

.. enchanting as a lilting tune... provocas9” 
five os a dare! Try a‘touch of BLUE WALTZ on your dhirsat, 
your wrists, your lips. it's as appealing fo a man’s heart. 
as anything that is gay.and young and challenging. 








New! Valentine 
+ saa Bd = 
dunn deneer 100 BLUE WALTZ PERFUME 10%.at all § & 10 stores 
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Pertussin ““Moist-Throat”’ Treatment 
Wins Thousands 


@ When you have a cough due to 


a cold, it can be made much worse 
by parched, dry air in your home 
and office. 

Pertussin fights this dry-air irri- 
tation. It helps throat glands to 
pour out their soothing natural 
moisture. Then that sticky, tickling 
phlegm is easily raised—and your 
cough is relieved! 

_For over 30 years many physi- 
cians have prescri this most 
effective remedy—Pertussin! Safe 
even for babies. Get a bottle at your 
druggist’s today. Thousands rely on 
soothing, quick-acting Pertussin! 


A scientific product based on the 


therapeutic properties of Thyme 





Beautify Your Skin 


with the aid of 
Mercolized 
Wax Cream 


Lighten your complexion and 
make it appear prettier, clearer 
and younger looking by using 
- Mercolized Wax Cream, as directed. 
This dainty Skin Bleach and Beautifier hastens the natu- 
ral activity of the skin in flaking off lifeless, 
euntanned or overpigmented surface skin. Reveals the 
softer, whiter, smoother underskin. Try this famous 
complexion lightener, Mercolized Wax Cream now. 
SAXOLITE ASTRINGENT tightens loose surface 

. Gives a delightful sense of freshness, Reduces 
excess surface oil. Dissolve Saxolite Astringent in one-half 
pint witch hazel and use this tingling face lotion daily. 
PHELACTINE DEPILATORY removes superfluous 
facial hair quickly. Easy to use. No unpleasant odor. 


9, CALLOUSES 


P % BURNING or TENDERNESS 
) on BOTTOM of your FEET 


DOCTOR’S NEW 
1} QUICKER RELIEF! 
9 Get the New Super-Soft Dr. 
@ Scholl's Zino-pads if you 
have painful callouses, burn- 
ing or tenderness on the bot- 
tom of your feet. Experience 
the quicker relief they give 






















: + - how they soothe, cush- 
ion, protect the sensitive 
area. Absolutely new in de- 
siga. shape, texture. 

eart shape. 630% 






removing callouses. 
Cost but a trifle. Sold 
everywhere. Insist on 
Dr. Scholl's! 


Th Re 
D! Scholls Zino-pads 
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the circus to be near her, gives a truly 
grand performance. Lamour is also splen- 
did and Linda Darnell, who leaves a 
cruel father and runs away with the tent 
show, is so beautiful in color she should 
never be photographed any other way. 

Guy Kibbee, the non-willing circus 
owner of the nineteenth century, is 
splendid. But outside of color and per- 
formances, the rest is a mere parade of 
uneventful incidents. 


Your Reviewer Says: Beautiful but lack- 
ing punch. 


Four Mothers (Warners) 


It's About: How one family tries to re- 
establish itself after a lost fortune. 


THIS, we are told, is the swan song of 
the Lemp Family, who have proceeded 
through a series that might, eventually, 
have led to “Four Grandmothers” if 
something hadn’t happened. It did. 

The weakness of this story terminated 
that idea once and for all, we hope. 

We do not mean to be disparaging, 
however, as there is much to enjoy in 
the homey cozy little tale of this family 
who lose their fortune and struggle to 
rebuild it. 

Claude Rains and May Robson steal 
the spotlight this time, but the Lane 
sisters and their husbands, Jeffrey Lynn, 
Eddie Albert and Frank McHugh, are 
splendid. And, of course, there’s the 
fourth sister, Gale Page, and her spouse, 
Dick Foran. 


Your Reviewer Says: Fair to middling. 


Y Little Men (RKO-Radio) 


It's About: A bad boy who finds himself 
in a boarding school. 


HERE’S a real surprise wrapped up in 

this story, a sequel to “Little Women.” 
The surprise is that almost nothing of 
Louisa M. Alcott remains in the Holly- 
wood version of “Little Men.” 

Instead of the lavender-and-old-lace 
qualities, this version is aimed mainly at 
comedy and, with Jack Oakie’s clowning, 
it never once misses a mark. 

There are a few heart tugs crowded in 
as well, especially when Jimmy Lydon, 
adopted son of George Bancroft and a 
problem child (to understate), is left 
alone at Aunt Jo’s school. His gradual 
softening under Aunt Jo’s kindness, his 
baffled bitterness when his father is ac- 
cused of stealing are well worked out. 

Oakie, with a reward on his head, sac- 
rifices himself to save the school. He 
rings the bell in every scene, in fact. 
Bancroft is splendid and Kay Francis as 
Aunt Jo is very good. 


Your Reviewer Say;:A homespun story 
edged with laughs. 


V Love Thy Neighbor 
(Paramount) 


it's About: The feud between two comics. 


WEL, here’s the Benny-Allen feud 
brought to the screen with many a 
laugh and a quip but not quite so many 
laughs and quips as we expected. 
After all, we Fem heard the same old 
you-slap-me-and-TI'll-slap-you dialogue 
via the ether for so long it’s no longer 
news. However, there are enough bright 
spots to warrant anyone’s spending a 


good old fifty-cent piece to view the gag 
feuding from the screen. 

Mary Martin is a pretty little thing 
tossed about in a rather complicated plot. 
Rochester, of course, is half the show and 
the Merry Macs are seen and heard, like 
good children, too little. 


Your Reviewer Says: Double portion of 
fun with nuts. 


V Jennie (20th Century-Fox) 


It's About: The overthrow of a family 
dictator. 


Mus a “name” cast, this is a thor- 
oughly human, sincere picture of a 
family dominated by a father who is a 
German immigrant. 

Ludwig Stossel is the arrogant, bull- 
headed immigrant who becomes a mer- 
chant in a small town and is the absolute 
tyrant of his family, ruling with an iron 
hand the lives of his children, three boys 
and three girls. When William Henry, 
his eldest son, marries Virginia Gilmore, 
she refuses to allow Stossel to dominate 
her life also and she sets about under- 
mining his power. One by one each 
member of the family escapes from the 
father’s domination. 

A high level of interest is maintained 
throughout the story and Miss Gilmore 
scores solidly as the spirited young wife. 
Ludwig Stossel and William Henry also 
offer fine portrayals, as do Doris Bowdon, 
Joan Valerie, Rita Quigley, George Mont- 
gomery and Rand Brooks as Henry’s 
brothers and sisters. 


Your Reviewer Says: Surprisingly good. 


V Victory (Paramount) 


It's About: The finding of peace by a man 
and woman on an East Pacific Island. 


jQSePH CONRAD’S stirring story is 
brought to the screen in an exciting, 
colorful manner with Betty Field giving 
an outstanding performance as a girl 
weary of the sordidness of her life. Fred- 
ric March, the man who lives in solitude 
on his own island and who gives Betty 
shelter when she needs it, is very clever 
in his repressed role. 

Jungle savagery is introduced in the 
villains, Sir Cedric Hardwicke, Jerome 
Cowan, Lionel Royce, who storm March’s 
island for hidden gold, arouse savage 
vengefulness in the hitherto peaceful 
Betty. 

Cowan is the outstanding hit of the 
picture, next to Miss Field, and rates 
bigger and better roles from now on. 

The mood and tempo of Conrad’s story 
have been carefully maintained, giving 
Paramount a double victory, if we may 
pun a bit. 


Your Reviewer Says: Action packed with 
suspense. 


¥ Playgirl (RKO-Radio) 


It's About: A sophisticated gold digger 
who uses youth as a decoy. 


HEN Kay Francis discovers she is 

no longer able to entice the young 
men with bank rolls into her web, she 
decides to use youthful Mildred Coles as 
a decoy. As a result she takes for a ride 
millionaires Nigel Bruce, George P. 
Huntley and James Ellison when sud- 
denly the lovely little come-on, who has 
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BACKACHE, 
LEG PAINS MAY 
BE DANGER SIGN 


Of Tired Kidneys 


If backache and leg pains are making you miser- 
able, don’t just complain and do nothing about them, 
Nature may be warning you that your kidneys need 
attention. ; : 

‘The kidneys are Nature's chief way of taking excess 
acids and poisonous waste out of the blood. They help 
most people pass about 3 pints a day. 

If the 15 miles of kidney tubes and filters don’t 
work well, poisonous waste matter stays in the blood. 
These poisons may start nagging backaches, rheu- 
matic pains, leg pains, loss of pep and energy, getting 
up nights, swelling, puffiness under the eyes, head- 
aches and dizziness. Frequent or scanty passages with 
sm«riing and burning sometimes shows there is some- 
thiu;; wrong with your kidneys or bladder. i 

Don’t wait! Ask your druggist for Doan’s Pills, 
used successfully by millions for over 40 years. They 
give happy relief and will help the 15 miles of kidney 
tubes flush out poisonous waste from the Get 
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Stop“ltc 


Relieve itching of eczema, pimples, 
athlete’s foot, rashes and other skin 
troubles. Usecooling antiseptic D.D.D. 
Prescription. Greaseless, stainless. 
Stopsitching quickly. 35c trial bottle 

ves it—or money back. Ask your 
druggist for D.D.D. Prescription. 

































OOK AT THIS AMAZING vie Baacttaye 
WATCH e4RING 2c 


Cheice of 
ELGIN 
WALTHAM 
ILLINOIS 
Movement 
LATEST styled 1941 ring. | YOUR CHOICE of Jeweled Elgin, Waltham 
Yon t4K Rolled Gold Plate} or Illinois wrist watch. New styled size 0 
thant. Genuine — ence. Reconstructed . - y 
Se pater’ dinchoted Cte. guaranteed. Given with every Simulated 
mond and si iants | Diamond ring when ordered and paid for 

on our purchase privilege plan. Payments: 
$3.50 down, within 20 days after arrival, at 
your post office. Balance of $3.50 anytime 
within a year (total only $7.00). Remember, 
the cost of watch is included in price of the 
ring. Extra surprise free gift enclosed for 
promptness. Send NO money with order. 
Just rush name, address, ring size. It comes 
by return mail in special gift box, postpaid. 
A. HAMILTON JEWELERS 
Topete, Kansas Dept. W 
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Learn the 
benefits of Dr. 
Guild’s GREEN 
MOUNTAIN 
Asthmatic Com- 
und in reliev- 
ing asthmatic 
aroxysms. It 
helped thou- 

i sands for over 70 
years’ Economi- 
cal—24 ciga- 


all drug stores. 
Write today for 
FREESA LE! 
The J. H. Guild - 
Co., Dept. MW-3, 
Rupert,Vermont. 
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EM Lo JET BLACK 


ee BY SHAMPOOING 
WITH AMAZING TINTZ CAKE 


This remarkableCAKE discovery ,TINTZ Jet 
Black Shampoo, washes out dirt, loose dan- 
droff, grease, gree and safely gives hair a 
¢ real smooth JET BLACK TINT that fairly 
giows with life and lustre. Don’t put up wit 
faded, dull, burnt, off color hair a minute 
longer. TINTZ Jet Black Cake works gradual 
oes shampoo leaves your hair blacker, 
lovelier, softer, easier to sounege. No dyed look. Won’t hurt 
ts. Full cake ‘(+ (8 for $1). TINTZ comes in Jet 
lack, light, medium and dark Brown, Titian, and Blonde. 
Don’t wait. Order today! Be sure to state shade wanted. 


SEND NO MONEY 2eeeeeeee cee poet 
of satisfaction in7 days or your money back.(We Pay Postage 


if remittance comes with order.) Don’t wait— Write today to 
TINTZ COMPANY, Dept. 839, 207 N. MICHIGAN. CHICAGO 
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fallen in love with Ellison, runs out on 
the deal and Kay is left to trap the 
youthful Jimmy on her own. 

It’s fresh and gay, smart and intri- 
guing, and is highlighted by grand per- 
formances from the entire cast. Nigel 
Bruce is especially funny. 


Your Reviewer Says: Bright as a spring 
day. 
V The Son of Monte Cristo 
(Edward Small-U.A.) 


It's About: The freeing of a mythical 


kingdom from the yoke of its oppressor. | 


A SEQUEL to “The Count of Monte 
Cristo” and one Dumas did not write, 
this presents Louis Hayward in the dual 
role of fop and hero whose job it is to 
rid a small Balkan country of its wicked 
dictator, George Sanders. 

Remarkably similar in plot to “The 
Mark of Zorro,” the story develops the 
same routine of ideas, with Hayward, at 
the very ’steenth second, rescuing the 
beauteous Grand Duchess from marriage 
to villainous George. 

Villainous George, by the way, turns 
in a performance that is a gem among 
gems. Hayward is very good, of course, 
and Bennett beautiful. But the hokum 
is spread a bit too thick for credulity in 
places 


Your Reviewer Says: Romance, villains 
and excitement. 


“ Behind the News (Republic) 


It's About: Newspapers versus idealism. 
F VER notice how any story Lloyd Nolan 

happens to be in takes on a certain 
importance that draws at least a one- 
check approval? That, my friends, is 
because Mr. Nolan has the talent to make 
whatever he is doing on the screen so 
convincing and so real we believe him in 
spite of ourselves. 

This is a newspaper story, a story of 
disillusioned newspaper men who refuse 
to believe in Santa Claus. It has a lot 
of verve, punch, snap and Nolan. There- 
fore we nod our approval. 


Your Reviewer Says: Snappy. 


South of Suez (Warners) 


It's About: Murder in the diamond mines. 
ELP! Come please to the rescue of 
George Brent who gets so bewilder- 

ingly lost in these complicated little B’s 

and can’t seem to do anything about it. 

If George (who must be paying for sins 
contracted in a former life), must ride 
the B wagon, then at least let’s keep him 
out of these South African diamond 
mines with vengeful murders cluttering 
up the plot. 

Of course, George is the goat in this 
particular billing and must travel half- 
way round the world to prove his inno- 
cence. The final courtroom scene is the 
liveliest episode in the whole messy 
story. 


Your Reviewer Says: Phooey! 
V Her First Romance 
(Monogram) 
It's About: A modern Cinderella. 
HIS gay picture gives little Edith Fel- 


lows her first grownup role and you'll 
be charmed and delighted with her por- 


New under-arm 


Cream Deodorant 
safely 
Stops Perspiration 


je 
ng 


Does not harm dresses —does not 
irritate skin. 


No waiting to dry. Can be used 
right after shaving. 


Instantly checks perspiration 1 
to 3 days. Removes odor from 
perspiration. 


A pure, white, greaseless, stainless 
vanishing cream, 


Arrid has been awarded the 
Approval Seal of the American 
Institute of Laundering for being 


harmless to fabric. 
More than 25 MILLION 


CES 
jars of Arrid have been 


- sold...Try a jar today. 


ARRID 


39¢ a jar 


AT ALL STORES WHICH SELL TOILET GOODS 
( Also in 10 cent and 59 cent jars) 


























Check 
COLD 


DISCOMFORTS 


iE Se eh ee heats, mane Up 
your mind to avoid as much 
the sniffiling, sneezing, soreness and 
stuffy condition of your nostrils as 
possible. Insert Mentholatum in 
each nostril. Also rub it vigorous] 
on your chest. You'll be deligh' 
with the way Mentholatum com- 
bats cold misery and helps restore 
comfort. 


MENTHOLATUM 


COMFORT Daily 
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feminine role in Para- 
mount’s “‘A Night at 
Earl Carroll's.” 


SEM-PRAY JO-VE-NAY 


The All-Purpose Face (ream 


In America every woman is a queen in her 
own right, and beautiful women realize the 
secret of feminine loveliness is a soft, clean 
skin. Try Sem-pray Jo-ve-nay and learn what 
it will do for your skin and complexion. See 
how it keeps your skin clean by removing 
every particle of old pore-clogging 
make-up, and provides an ideal 
beauty base for a new toilette. 
"| Skin roughness caused by chapping 
quickly disappears and blackheads 
are minimized by cleansing pore 
openings. You'll like Sem-pray 
Jo-ve-nay. Send for the generous 
purse size sample and use it now! 
PRBS See 
@ Euzasetu Hustev, SEM-PRAY JO-VE-NAY CO., t 
B Dept. 63, Grand Rapids, Michigan. a 
BI would like to try Sem-pray Jo-ve-nay. Please send me a 
§ the purse size container of this popular face cream. Ten 

§ cents (stamps or coin) is enclosed to cover mailing costs. a 


Rose Hobart 
Stage and screen actress, 
who plays the leading 
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NEW HEALTHY HAIR 


Nature created hair—man killed it! Nerves 
plus energy make hair. Let us prove it 
through scientific methods. No medicines, no 
liquid tonics. The new “REST-O-RATOR” 
nerve center energizer, a compact electrical 
instrument, stimulates hair growth. Send for 
free booklet. 
The REST-O-RATOR Laboratory 

417 Home Builders Bidg., Phoenix, Arizona. 
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WITH FAMOUS LONG-WEARING 
SNAG-PROTECTED SILK HOSE 


[% Thrilling news! Earn up to $22 in a week! Amazing new 
EX patented process makes women's Snag-Protected Chiffon- 
Hosiery resist and runs, wear twice as long, and 
cut silk hosiery bills in half. Also sell sensational NEW 
NYLON HOSIERY. Write fully for actual silk stock- 
ing and sample nylon fabric—sent FREE! 
AMERICAN SILK HOSIERY MILLS 
Dept. W-18 indianapolis, Indiana 








Fascinating Map 
of Hollywood 


How would you like an illustrated 
map of Hollywood showing where the 
stars live, work, play and hold their 
parties? Photoplay-Movie Mirror has 
a limited supply of maps of Holly- 
wood drawn by the famous artist, 
Russell Patterson, 14” x 22”, beauti- 
fully printed in two colors. While they 
last readers can secure them for only 
10c each (coin or stamps). Address 
all requests to Hollywood Map, Dept. 
WG31, P. O. Box 556, Grand Central 
Station, New York, N. Y. 


trayal of the ugly duckling who blossoms 
out at a college dance. The role also 
gives her an opportunity to display to 
good advantage her really lovely singing 
voice. 

Jacqueline Wells is Edith’s beautiful 
but selfish older sister who does all in 
her power to keep Edith in the back- 
ground. However, after her first date, 
the little sister becomes the belle of the 
school and finds her own romance. Wil- 
bur Evans, as the visiting opera star, 
makes his screen debut in this picture 
and his baritone voice and pleasant per- 
sonality make him a good screen bet. 
Alan Ladd and Judith Linden are also 
very good. 


Your Reviewer Says: Musical and pleas- 
ing. 


Let's Make Music (RKO-Radio} 


It's About: An elderly music teacher who 
goes “boogie-woogie.” 


ELL, if you don’t give a hang for art 
or big names or even a strong story, 


swing music, here's a little number all 
ready and waiting for you. 

Bob Crosby (Bing’s brother) and his 
band make their debut to movies in this 
innocuous mite of a tale concerning a 
little old lady music teacher, Elizabeth 
Risdon, who, to her amazement, sells a 
school rally song that becomes the hit 
of the air waves. 

Jean Rogers is cute and perky and 
things all the way round could really 
be much worse. At least, it’s tuneful. 


Your Reviewer Says: A tuneful little 
spoonful. 


The Border Legion (Republic) 


It's About: Desperadoes in the Old West. 


C UNS start shooting almost at the 
beginning of this violently paced 
Western and keep right on popping off 
all the way through. For Western fans, 
this is a Western to end all Westerns. 
Roy Rogers is a young Easterner who 
escapes a frame-up at home and comes 
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but are content with some pretty good out West. There he joins the Border 





Advance Tips on Tomorrow's Talkies 


PICTURES IN THE CUTTING ROOM 


COLUMBIA 
@ THE DEVIL COMMANDS: Boris Karloff, scientist, invents a machine to record brain waves 
and when his wife is killed, attempts to talk to her through this machine, with murder and 
horror resulting. With Amanda Duff and Anne Revere. 
@ BLONDIE GOES LATIN: The Bumpsteads accompany Dagwood’s boss, Jonathan Hale, 
ona trip to South America, but Arthur Lake gets into trouble on the ship and Penny Singleton 
flirts with Tito Guizar until things are straightened out. With Ruth Terry and Larry Simms. 


METRO-GOLDWYN-MAYER 
m@ MEN OF BOYS TOWN: In this sequel to the memorable "Boys Town," Spencer Tracy again 
portrays Father Flanagan and Mickey Rooney is the boy who aids him in his endeavors to 
expose cruelty and injustice in reform schools. With Lee J. Cobb, Bobs Watson and Larry Nunn. 


PARAMOUNT 

m YOU'RE THE ONE: Comedy and music, with Orrin Tucker and his band and Bonnie Baker 
in their screen debuts. The story's about rival orchestra leaders trying to get a choice radio 
spot; the cast includes Albert Dekker, Edward Everett Horton and Jerry Colonna. 

@ THE SHEPHERD OF THE HILLS: You remember the story of the famous Harold Bell Wright 
novel; now you'll see it filmed in Technicolor with John Wayne, Betty Field, Beulah Bondi and 
Harry Carey heading the large cast. 

RKO 


@ CITIZEN KANE: The long-awaited Orson Welles picture is finally finished and you'll find 
this unusually presented story of a publisher's life from youth to old age well worth waiting for. 
Dorothy Comingore plays Welles’ second wife and the cast includes the Mercury Theater 


players. 

20TH CENTURY-FOX 
mM MURDER AMONG FRIENDS: People drop dead all over the place in this murder mystery 
with John Hubbard helping dizzy little Marjorie Weaver trace down the criminal. Cobina 
Wright, Jr., is Hubbard's jealous fiancee. 
@ TALL, DARK AND HANDSOME: Light comedy satire on gangsters, this has Cesar Romero 
as a gang leader who's not the killer he pretends to be, Milton Berle as his trusty aide, Virginia 
Gilmore the girl he falls in love with, and Charlotte Greenwood a night-club entertainer. 


UNIVERSAL 
m LOVE AT LAST: When Deanna Durbin gets tired of being the town's “nice girl" her 
attentions to Franchot Tone make her the town scandal. Bob Stack is her neglected boy friend, 
Bob - her father, and Anne Gwynne and Ann Gillis her romantic sisters in this gay 
comedy. 
m@ THE MYSTERIOUS DR. R.: Lionel Atwill experiments on Lon Chaney Jr. to prove that human 
life can be motivated by electricity and Chaney becomes a robot controlled by Atwill. With 
Frank Albertson, Anne Nagel and Samuel S. Hinds. 
@ WHO'S CRAZY NOW? Hugh Herbert is the wacky trustee of Lewis Howard's ten-million- 
dollar estate. Lewis is to receive the money on the day of his marriage. However, Herbert has 
spent most of the money, so he tries in his inimitable way to prevent the marriage. With 
Shemp Howard and Anne Nagel. 


WARNER BROTHERS 

m@ STRAWBERRY BLONDE: This is the remake of "One Sunday Afternoon," with James Cagney 
as the dentist married to Olivia de Havilland but still in love with Rita Hayworth whom he 
sen Jack Carson ten years earlier. But then he meets them both again, with surprising 
results, 

@ THE GREAT LIE: When George Brent's sudden marriage to Mary Astor is proved invalid, 
he marries his true love, Bette Davis; but when his plane crashes in a South American jungle and 
Bette learns that Mary is about to have his child, drama and heartbreak are the outcome. 

m FOOTSTEPS IN THE DARK: In this modern comedy, Errol Flynn is the secret author of a 
best-seller mystery novel who finally gets his chance to solve a murder. With Brenda Marshall 
as his wife who's not aware of his activities, Ralph Bellamy, Lee Patrick and Allen Jenkins. 


PHOTOPLAY combined with MOVIE MIRROR 
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HOW TO RELIEVE: 
DISTRESS OF 


FEMALE PERIODIC 
COMPLAINTS 


Few women today do not 
suffer some distress from 
monthly functional dis 
turbances. Maybe you've 
noticed YOURSELF getting 
restless, cross and nervous 
at such times? Then try 
famous Lydia E. Pinkham’s 
j Vegetable Compound to 
help quiet unstrung nerves, relieve 
monthly pain (cramps, backache, head 
ache) ton distress from weak, nervous. 
dizzy spells due to periodic disturbances. 
Pinkham’s Compound has relieved such 
rundown nervous feelings for thousands 

















of women. WORTII TRYING! 
INVENTION 


FOR INVENTORS secono ‘Free 


Write today for valuable 72-page booklet “‘How to Get 
Your Patent’ and “‘Record of Invention’’ form—both free. 


L. F. RANDOLPH, 778 Victor Bidg., Washington, D. C. 


@O@ NATURAL TONE 0O@ 


9 S rma a 


ely 20c pave pustage; 2 tor 3c 
Just send is ad with any photo 
SEND NO MO mctongh | but pay =. de 


6x" 
Studis Fa Folder with 
ach Oil Colored 
Enla oF $ = ent 
Dept. 


Unique Art Service, oon a 148 s 


S usceesescessescece 


EARN | SHOW FREE SA 
MONEY. FABRICS 
A New Kind OF 


Stainproof! Waterproof! Women buy 
on sight! Many gorgeous patterns! 
Looks like fine linen— wears better! 
No washing or ironing. Wipe clean 
with damp cloth! Amazing low prices 
—low as $1.00. Also complete big- 
profit line dresses, shirts, hose, lingerie. 


ACTUAL SAMPLES FREE! fies! site 


PLES tablecloth fabrics. Complete dress line included F REE. 
B. J. MELVILLE CO., Dept. 1891, Cincinnati, Ohio 




























y Dr. R. Schiffmann’s 
ASTUMADOR the next time 

an asthmatic attack leaves you 
gasping for breath. ASTHMADOR’S 


aromatic fumes aid in reducing the 
severity of the attack—help you breathe 
more easily. And it’s economical, de- 
pendably uniform, produced under sani- 
tary conditions in our modern labora- 
tory—its quality insured through rigid 
scientific control. Try ASTHMADOR 
in any of three forms, powder, cigarette 
or pipe mixture. At all drug stores— 
or write today for a free sample to 
R. SCHIFFMANN CO., Los Angeles, Dept. F-42 








Earn *25 a week 


AS A TRAINED 
PRACTICAL NURSE! 


Practical nurses are always needed! Learn at home 





in your spare time as thousands of men and women 
—18 to 60 years of age—have done through Cuicaco 
Scuoo. or Nursina. Easy-to-understand lessons, 
endorsed by phvsicians. One graduute has charge 
of 1 -bed hospital. Nurse Cromer, of lowa, now runs 
her own nursing home. Others prefer to earn $2,50 
to $5.00 a day in private practice. 


YOU CAN EARN WHILE YOU LEARN! 
Mrs. B. C., of Texas. earned $474.25 while taking 
course. Mrs. 8. E. P. started on her first case after 
her 7th lesson; in 14 months she earned $1900! 
You, too. can earn good money, make new friends. 
High school not necessary. Equipment included. 
Easy payments. 42nd year. Send coupon now! 


CHICAGO SCHOOL OF NURSING 
Dept. 183, 100 East Ohio Street, Chicago, III. 
Please send free booklet and 16 sample lesson pages. 


Name Age 
City _ State. 








marcBR, 1941 





Legion—a group of notorious bandits— 
and manages to bring them all to justice 
as well as absolving himself. This is a 
pretty tall order, as you can see, and 
Rogers is madly busy getting it all done. 
He finds time, however, to sing two songs 
very creditably and to fall in love with 
Carol Hughes. 

George Hayes, Maude Eburne and 
Joseph Sawyer, as the outlaw leader, add 
materially to the excitement. 


Your Reviewer Says: Fast and furious 


The Bank Dick (Universal) 


It's About: A bank detective who foils a 
bank robber. 


F OR W. C. Fields fans only” should 
head every theater marquee that 
books this picture, for the genial gentle- 
man with the illuminated nose is all over 
the place with typical Fields gags and 
antics. 

In the fogginess of story confusion 
(and you could put the story plot in a 
thimble) Fields emerges a bank detective 
who persuades a young teller to borrow 
funds from the bank to buy phony stocks 
and then exerts every effort to keep 
the bank examiners from looking at the 
books. 

The climax, when Fields is impelled 
to drive a fleeing bank robber over 
mountainous roads with police cars in 
pursuit, is the one high spot in this 
picture. 


Your Reviewer Says: For Fields fans. 


Barnyard Follies (Republic) 


It's About: 
sustaining. 


OT bad, not bad at all. In fact, there 
is quite a bit of entertainment 
crowded into the story of a group of 
orphans who try to support themselves. 
Of course, when a rural and kindly 
benefactor lends the orphans $5000 of the 
taxpayers’ money to put over their 
project, the scheme is discovered and the 
town council is furious. But the kids 
leap head on into the rumpus and save 
the day with a neat little benefit show. 
Mary Lee is a cute trick, Rufe Davis 
a grand Bucksaw and Ralph Bowman an 
up-and-coming young man. The songs 
“Mama Don’t Allow It” and “Poppin’ 
The Corn” are honeys. 


Orphans who become self- 


Your Reviewer Says: Right perky in places. 


“ Melody Ranch (Republic) 


It's About: A radio cowboy star who goes 
back home. 


WELL. for goodness sake! Can this be 
our own cowboy favorite Gene 

Autry amidst all this clowning and fun- 
ning? What will Gene’s faithful fans, 
who love the out West stories so much, 
think of this new-fangled idea? 

In the story, Gene portrays a radio 
cowboy star (which he is) who goes 
home to play Sheriff in order to build 
up his Crossley rating. What with the 
funny goings-on of Jimmy Durante and 
the beauty and dancing of Ann Miller, 
Gene’s Crossley is one hundred per cent 
with his movie audience, that we promise 
you. But again we say—what about 
those legions who want Gene as an un- 
funny and deadly serious cowboy! 
Your Reviewer Says: A Western gone 
comical. 











Save 3 WAYS on 





Rugs, Clothing 


to the OLSON Factory 


It’s All So Easy — your materials are picked up at 
your door at our expense by Freight or Express— 
and a week later you can have deep-textured 
Broadloom Rugs, woven Reversible for Double 
Wear and Luxury, ANY SIZE up to 16 feet seamless 
‘by Any Length. Mail coupon or ic Postal for— 


FRE BOOK IN COLORS, “RUGS 
and ROOM IDEAS” 


Shows 61 Early American, Ori- 
ental, Texture and Leaf de- 
signs — new Solid Colors, 
Two-tone and Tweed blends 
—Ovals. Tells how we shred, 
merge. reclaim the valuable 
materials, sterilize, picker, 
card, spin, redye and reweave. 
You Risk Nothing by Trial. 

We Guarantee to satisfy or 


Pay for materials. 67#b year. 
"SSSR ERERESEEESESEEEEeEeeS> 
OLSON ¢: 


2800 N. Crawford Ave., A- ~ Chicago, Il. 


MAIL NEW CATALOG FREE to: 
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al = WW COSMETIC BRACELET 


Complete with ae. Rouge, 
Powder, 8 Puffs, 2 Mirrors, all 
cleverly hidden within the brace- 
let! A flick of your finger trans- 
forms this unique bracelet into 
your complete make-up kit! Ul-, 
tra smart! Exquisitely designed. 
Neutral cosmetics. 12 gay colors 
with gold metal bands. $1.50 
postpaid complete with refills. 9 
extra refills 50c. Guaranteed. 


House of Gifts, Box 2008-N6, Miami Beach, Fla 


Be Your Own 
MUSIC 
Teacher 


LEARN AT HOME FOR 
LESS THAN 7c A DAY 


Play by note, Piano, Violin, 
Banjo, Guitar, Accordion, 
Saxophone, or any other instru- 
ment. Wonderful improved 
method. Simple as A. B. C 
No ‘‘numbers’’ or trick music 
Costs less than 7e a day. Over 700,000 students. 
FREE BOOK If interested, send coupon today for 
Free Booklet and Print and Picture 
Sample explaining this method in detail. Mention favorite 
instrument. Instruments supplied when needed, eash or 
credit. U. 8S. School of Music, 3063 Brunswick Bidg.. New 
York City 
A SS 
U. S. School of Music, 3063 Brunswick Bldg., N. Y. C. 
Please send me Free Booklet and Print and Picture 
Sample. I would like to play (Name Instrument) 


STATE. 
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Have you 
AMSCFUMEOME.. 0220 cocccseccccseoccces Smetee. F. . 266 
Name .. cccccceccccccccoe Sv e@cceece@eercecscs ssc 000% 
Address 


c 
LIGHT BROWN to BLACK -F 
Gives a natural, youthful er 
appearance. Easy to use in the clean 
privacy of your home; not greasy; will not 
rub off nor interfere with curling. For 30 
years millions have used it with complete 
satisfaction. $1.35 for sale everywhere. 
------ FREE SAMPLE-————-——--— 


BROOKLINE CHEMICAL CO. 
79 Sudbury Street, Boston, Mass. 





Ne a cancsaceedensenesanccenest Poaasecesence 
GIVE ORIGINAL HAIR COLOR 














iat PIN & RING 


CATALOG 
PINS 30‘ up-RINGS $1.50 
made silver, gold plated, etc. 


smart, up-to-the-minute designs by 
jastian craftsmen... oldest, fr est 

ite for your Free copy y! § 
BASTIAN BROS. Dept. 65, Rochester, Bt. ¥. 














Dinner 
8 brilliant marcasites; your 

Rosebud Salve at 25c each. Order 4 salve. Send No Money. 
ROSEBUD PERFUME 


CO, BOX 17, WOODSBORO, MARYLAND. 











es wil it. AG WHERE. 
SAMPLE OFFER (cent, who writeg, “Ne obligation Cet 

details. Be first—send in your name TODA 
co. 437 Bar St. Akron, Ohio 


WAKE UP YOUR 
LIVER BILE — 


Without Calomel—And You'll Jump Out 
of Bed in the Morning Rarin’ to Go 


The liver cheulé pour 2 pints of bile juice into 

ur bowels every day. If this bile is not flowing 

Freely, uur food may not It may just de- 

in bowels, Then gas bloats up your stom- 

- = get censtigated. You feel sour, and 
wo! ooks punk, 

It takes those good, old Carter’s Little Liver 

Pills to get these 2 pints of bile flowing freely to 

make you feel “up and up.” % 


Get a package today. 
Take as directed. Amazing in —- flow f: 
ly. Ask for.Carter’s Little Liver . 10¢ and 25¢, 











Perfumes 
1) Remembrance 
2) Forbidden 

3) Samarkand 
4) First Kiss 


Only $1 Postpaid 
(Regular $2 value) 


Redwood Treasure Chest: 


Coztains 4—50c bottles of these alluring Perfumes. 
A Unique Chest 6 inches x 3 inches made from 
Giant Hedwood Trees of California. A splendid gift. 


Send No Money! ?)"" 


fer) send $1 check, stamps or currency. Money back. 
PAUL RIEGER, 228 Art Center Bidg., San Francisco 
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“BANK DICK, THE’”—Unrversat.—Original 
screen play by Mahatma Kane Jeeves. Directed by 
Edward Cline. Cast: Egbert Souse, W. C. Fields; 
Myrtle Souse, Una Merkel; Mackley Q. Greene, 
Dick Purcell, Joe, Shemp Howard, J. Pinkerton 
Snoopington, Franklin angborn; Og Odggilby, 
gyrady Sutton; Mrs, Hermosillo Brunch, Jessie 
Ralph; Mrs. Agatha Souse, Cora Witherspoon. 


r 


“BARNYARD FOLLIES’’—Repvstic.—Origi- 
nal screen play by Dorrell and Stuart McGowan. 
Based on a story idea by Robert T. Shannon. Di- 
rected by Frank McDonald. Cast: Bubbles Mar- 
tin, Mary Lee; Bucksaw Beechwood, Rufe Davis; 
Louise Dale, June Storey; Sam, Jed Prouty; Hiram 
Crabtree, Victor Kilian; Dolly, Joan Woodbury; 
ig Carl ‘“‘Alfalfa’’ Switzer; The Fire_Inspec- 
tor, Robert Homans; Queen of Dairyland, Dorothy 
Harrison; and radio’s popular entertainers—Pappy, 
Harry “Pappy” Cheshire; The Cackle Sisters, Mary 
Jane de Zurik and Carolyn de Zurik; Announcer, 
Jim Jeffries; Themselves, The Kidoodlers; sof, 
Ralph Bowman; Mrs. Uppington, Isabel Randolph. 


“BEHIND THE NEWS”—Repvstic.—Screen 
play by Isabel Dawn and Boyce De Gaw. Original 
story by Dore Schary and Allen Rivkin. Directed 
by oseph Santley. Cast: Stuart Woodrow, Lloyd 
Nolan; Barbara Shaw, Doris Davenport; Jeff 
Flavin, Frank Albertson; Vic Archer, Robert Arm- 
strong; Hardin S. Kelly, Paul Harvey; Neil Saun- 
ders, Charles Halton; Enrico, Eddie Conrad; Mon- 
roe, Harry Tyler; Foster, Dick Elliott; Reporter, 
Archie Twitchell; Bessie, Veda Ann Borg; Eddie, 
Milton Parsons. 


“BORDER LEGION, THE” — Repvstic. — 
Screen play by Olive Cooper and Louis Stevens. 
Based on the novel by Zane Grey. Directed by 
Joseph Kane. Cast: Steve Kells, Roy Rogers; 
**Honest John’’ Whittaker, George ““Gabby” Hayes; 
Alice, Carol Hughes; Gulden, Joseph Sawyer; Hur- 
ricane Hattie, Maude Eburne; Santos, Jay Novello: 
The Sherif, Hal Taliaferro; Red, Dick Wessel; 
Tony, Paul Porcasi; Officer Willets, Robert Emmett 
Keane. 


“CHAD HANNA”—TwentietH Century-Fox. 
—Screen play by Nunnally Johnson. The story of 
“Red Wheels Rolling’ by Walter D. Edmonds. 
Directed by Henry King. Cast: Chad Hanna, Henry 
Fonda; Albany Yates, Dorothy Lamour; Caroline, 
Linda Darnell; Huguenine, Guy Kibbee; Mrs. Hu- 
guenine, Jane Darwell; Bisbee, John Carradine; 
Fred Shepley, Ted North; Ike Wayfish, Roscoe 
Ates; Bell Boy, Ben Carter; Burke, Frank Thomas; 
Cisco Tridd, Olin Howland; Mr. Proudfoot, Frank 
Conlon; Fierc, Edward Conrad; Elias, Edward Mc- 
Wade; Joe Duddy, Edward Mundy; Pete Bastock, 
George Davis; Budlong, Paul Burns; Mrs, Tridd, 
Sarah Padden; Mr. Pamplon, Leonard St. Leo; Mrs. 
Pamplon, Elizabeth Abbott; Mr. Mott, Tully Mar- 
shall; Mrs. Mott, Almira Sessions; Landlady, Vir- 
ginia Brissac; Farmer, Si — Potato Man, Vic- 
tor Kilian; Constable, ouis Mason; Sheriff, 
Charles Middleton. 


“COMRADE X”—M-G-M.—Screen play by Ben 
Hecht and Charles Lederer. Original story by Wal- 
ter Reisch. Directed by King Vidor. Cast: McKin- 
ley B. Thompson, Clark Gable; Theodore, Hedy La- 
marr; Vasiliev, Oscar Homolka; Vanya, Felix 
Bressart; Jane Wilson, Eve Arden. 


“FLIGHT COMMAND”—M-G-M.—Screen play 
by Wells Root and Commander Harvey Haislip. 
Based on the story by Commander Harvey Haislip 
and John Sutherland. Directed by Frank Borzage. 
Cast: Ensign Alan Drake, Robert Taylor; Lorna 
Gary, Ruth Hussey; Squadron Comdr. Bill Gary, 
Waiter Pidgeon; Lieut. Comdr. ‘Dusty’ Rhodes, 
Paul Kelly; Lieut. Jerry Banning, Shepperd Strud- 
wick; Lieut. ““Mugger’’ Martin, Red Skelton; C. P. 
O. “Spike” Knowles, Nat Pendleton; Lieut. 
“Stitchy” Payne, Dick Purcell; Lieut. Freddy 
Townsend, William Tannen; Lieut. Bush, William 
Stelling; Lieut. Frost, Stanley Smith; Vice Ad- 
miral, Addison Richards; 1st Duty Officer, Donald 
Douglas; 2nd Duty Officer, Pat Flaherty; Captain, 
Forbes Murray; Claire, Marsha Hunt. 


“FLIGHT FROM DESTINY’—Warners.— 
Screen play by Barry Trivers. From a story by 
Anthony Berkeley. Directed by Vincent Sherman. 
Cast: Betty Farroway, Geraldine Fitzgerald; Pro- 
fessor Henry Todhunter, Thomas Mitchell; Michael 
Farroway, Jeltsey Lynn; Dr. Lawrence Stevens, 
James Stephenson; Ketti Moret, Mona Maris; Dis- 
trict Attorney, Jonathan Hale; Saunders, David 
Bruce; Dean Somers, Thurston Hall; Martha, 
Mary Gordon; Paul Farroway, Richard Nichols; 
Peterson, = Eldredge; Ferrers, Hardie Albright; 
Prentiss, Wm. Forrest; Brooks, Weldon Heyburn; 
Travin, DeWolf Hopper; Conway, Alexander Lock- 


Casts of Current Pictures 


wood; Edvaard Kreindling, Frank Reicher; Holdup 
Man, Joseph Downing; Booker, Willie Best; Maid, 
Libby Taylor. 


“FOUR MOTHERS” — Warners. — Original 
screen play by Stephen Morehouse Avery. Directed 
by William Keighley. Cast: Adam Lemp, Claude 
Rains; Ann Lemp Dietz, Priscilla Lane; Kay Lemp 
Forrest, Rosemary Lane; Emma Lemp Talbot, Gale 
Page; Thea Lemp Crowley, Lola Lane; Ben Crow- 
ley, Frank McHugh; Felix Dietz, Jeffrey Lynn; Er- 
nest Talbot, Dick Foran; Clint Forrest, Eddie Al- 
bert; Aunt Etta, May Robson; Mrs. Ridgefield, Vera 
Lewis; Ellen, Beverly Quintanilia; Caroline, 
Sharon Vann; The Twins, Barbara Ann Lande 
and Arlene Lande. 


“GO WEST’—M-G-M.—Original screen play 
by Irving Brecher. Directed by Edward Buzzell. 
Cast: S. Quentin Quale, Groucho Marx; Joe Pan- 
ello, Chico Marx; “‘Rusty” Panello, Harpo Marx; 
Terry Turner, John Carroll; Eve Wilson, Diana 
Lewis; Beecher, Walter Woolf King; “Red” Ba-x- 
ter, Robert Barrat; Lulubelle, June MacCloy; Rail- 
road President, George Lessey. 


“HER FIRST ROMANCE” — Monogram. — 
Original screen play by Adele Commandini. Directed 
by Edward Dmydryk. Cast: Linda Strong, Edith 
Feellows; Philip Niles, Wilbur Evans; Katy, Mar- 
ion Kerby; Marion Strong, Judith Linden; Eileen, 
Jackueline Wells; John Gilman, Alan Ladd. 


“HUDSON’S BAY” —TwentietH Century-Fox. 
—Original screen play by Lamar Trotti. Based on 
incidents from the Life of Pierre Esprit Radisson. 
Directed by Irving Pichel. Cast: Pierre Esprit 
Radisson, Paul Muni; Barbara Hall, Gene Tierney; 
Gooseberry, Laird Cregar; Lord Edward Crewe, 
John Sutton; Nell Gwyn, Virginia Field; King 
Charles, Vincent Price; Prince Rupert, Nigel 
Bruce; Gerald Hall, Morton Lowry; Sir Robert, 
Robert Greig; Orimha, Chief Thundercloud; Eng- 
lish Governor, Frederick Worlock; Duchess, Flor- 
ence Bates; Governor D’Argenson, Montagu Love; 
Mayor, Ian Wolfe; Chief, Chief John Big Tree; 
Germaine, Jody Gilbert; Randal/, Dennis Green. 


“JENNIE”—TwenrietH Century-Fox.—Screen 
play by Harold Buchman and Maurice Rapf. Origi- 
nal story by Jane Eberle. Directed by David Burton. 
Cast: Jennie, Virginia Gilmore; George Schermer, 
William Henry; Franz, George Montgomery; Fritz, 
Schermer, Ludwig Stossel; Lottie, Dorris Bowdon; 
Karl, Rand Brooks; Clara, Joan Valerie; Amelia, 
Rita Quigley; Mother Schermer, Hermine Sterler; 
Mr. Veitch, Harlan Briggs; Real Estate Broker, 
Irving Bacon; Mrs. Willoughby, Almira Sessions; 
Dr. Hildebrand, Aldrich Bowker. 


“KITTY FOYLE”’—RKO-Rapio.—Screen play 
by Dalton Trumbo. Based on the novel by Christo- 
pher Morley. Directed by Sam Wood. Cast: Kitty 
Foyle, Ginger Rogers; Wyn Strafford, Dennis Mor- 
gan; Mark, James Craig; Giono, Eduardo Cian- 
nelli; Pop, Ernest Cossart; Mrs. Strafford, Gladys 
Cooper; Delphine Detaille, Odette Myrtil; Pat, 
Mary Treen; Molly, Katharine Stevens; Mr. Ken- 
nett, Walter Kingsford; Grandmother, Cecil Cun- 
ningham; Aunt Jessica, Nella Walker; Uncle Ed- 
gar, Edward Fielding; Wyn’s Wife, Kay Linaker; 
tag Boy, Richard Nichols; Customer, Florence 

ates. 


“LET’S MAKE MUSIC”—RKO-Rapio.—Screen 
play by Nathanael West. Directed by Leslie Good- 
wins. Cast: Bob Crosby, Bob Crosby; Abby Adams, 
Jean Rogers; Malvina Adams, Elisabeth Risdon; 
Joe Bellah, Joseph Buloff; Betty, Joyce Compton; 
Tommy, Bennie Bartlett; Mr. Stevens, Louis Jean 
Heydt; Announcer, Bill Goodwin; Mr. Botts, Frank 
Orth; Headwaiter, Grant Withers; Eddie, Walter 
Tetley; Music Publisher, Benny Rubin; Singer, 
Jacqueline Nash; Pianist, Donna Jean Dolfer; 
and Boh Crosby’s Orchestra, featuring The Bobcats. 


“LITTLE MEN”—RKO-Rapio.—Screen play by 
Mark Kelly and Arthur Caesar. From the oth 
novel by Louisa May Alcott. Directed by Norman 
Z. McLeod. Cast: Jo, Kay Francis; Willie, Jack 
Oakie; Maj. Burdle, George Bancroft; Dan, Jimmy 
Lydon; Nan, Ann Gillis; Professor, Charles Es- 
mond; Teddy, Richard Nichols; Robby, Casey John- 
son; Bess, Francesca Santoro; Silas, Johnny Burke; 
Asia, Lillian Randolph; Tommy, Sammy McKim; 
Demj, Edward Rice; Daisy, Anne Howard; Jack, 
Jimmy Zaner; Adolphus, Bobbie Cooper; Nat, 
Schuyler Standish; Stuffy, Paul Matthews; Ned, 
Yao Neil; Emmett, Fred Estes; Billy, Douglas 
Rucker; Frank, Donald Rackerby; Constable, Wil- 
liam Demarest; Reporter, Sterling Holloway; 
Stella, Isabel Jewell; “Buttercup”, “Elsie.” 


PHOTOPLAY combined with MOVIE MIRROR 
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“now PSORIASIS 


(SCALY SKIN TROUBLE) 


MAKE THE ONE 





Prove * yourself no matter 
how to you have suffered 
or ~ at you have tried. 
Beautiful book on Pso- 
riasis and Dermoil with 
= true photo- 

arepmie proof of re 
sults also FREE. 










\ GENEROUS 


) TRIAL SIZE 


non- phe oy 
Thousands do for soaly 
ots on body or scalp. 
rateful users, often after 
ears of suffering, report 


red patches gradually disappeared 
and they enjoyed the thrill of a i 
clear skin again. Dermoil is used by many doctors and is 
backed by a positive agreement to give definite benefit in 
2 weeks or money is refunded without question. Generous 
trial bottle sent FREE to those who send in their Druggist’ 8 
name and address. Make our famous ‘‘One Spot Test’’ your- 
self. Write today for your test bottle. Print name plainly. 
Results may surprise you. Don’t delay. Sold b ategest 

Ox 


547, Northwestern Station, Dept. 1704, Detroit, Mich. 


Addresses—Movie Stars, Directors, Producers 


ANY RESIDENT IN THE HOLLYWOOD DISTRICT, 

Single Address reports 50c. SPECIAL PRICES ON 

MAILING LISTS. Write for information. 
HOLLYWOOD DIRECTORY SERVICE 

249 N. Larchmont, Hollywood, Cal. 

















DIRECT TO YOU$ > 
BGensine beautiful ROCKDALE up 
Markers, Satisfaction EASY 
a Money Back. Free lettering. Free MS 
catalog. Freight paid. Compare our prices. 
Rockdale Monument Co. Dept. 339, Joliet, lll. 


= > WEDDING RING 
REDD 
we. ‘Saete “new, 
Design, yel- 


ngraved, Sweetheart 

low ow gold plate wedding ring giv- 

en as Pn, uainted gift REE 

with ery lashing Simulated 

Diamond. Solitaire Engagement ring 
sale 













* approval. Your pack- 

return mail. 

DIAMOND CO 
Jeffe: 


CATARRH wees 


DUE TO NASAL CONGESTION 

GET RELIEF OR YOUR MONEY BACK! Hall’s ‘“‘Two- 
Method” Treatment will relieve stuffed-up nose, 
sinus headaches due to congestion and help clear 
throat of sticky phlegm or we will refund your 
money! Soothes hot, irritated nasal passages. Ask 
your = gist. Send card for FREE Chart of diet 
rules, information about Catarrhal congestion and 
money-back offer. 

F. J. CHENEY & CO., Dept. 233, TOLEDO, OHIO 


Kidneys Must 
Clean OutAcids 


Excess acids, poisons and wastes in your blood are 
removed chiefly By your kidneys. Getting up Nights, 
egy a oy Backache, Swollen Ankles, Nervous- 

Rheumatic Pains, Dizziness, Circles Under Eyes, 
and ‘teeling worn out, often are caused by non-organic 
and non-systemic kidney and Bladder troubles. Usu- 
ally in such cases the very first dose of Cystex goes 
right to work helping the Kidneys flush out excess acids 
and wastes. And this cleansing, purifying Kidney 
action, in just a day or so, may easily make you fee) 
younger, stronger and better than in years. A printed 
guarantee wra wee around each package of Cystex in- 
sures an immediate refund of the full cost unless you 
are completely satisfied. You have everything to gain 
and — = om under this positive money-back 
guarantee, so get Cystex from your druggist today for 


only 35c. 
EXERCISE anv une sts 


Ruddy cheeks sparkling 

eyes .. . muscles hard and 

firm ...a new zest for life... 

all yours if you follow the 

Dyin easy instructions of 

Bernarr Macfadden in his 

new book, Exercise and 

Like It. It makes exercising a game 

with a prize no money can buy— 

dynamic health. Order your copy today. 

At your booksellers or direct from the 
publishers. $1 postpaid. 


MACFADDEN BOOK CO., INC. 
205 East 42nd St., Dept. MM-3, New York, N. Y. 
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“LOVE THY NEIGHBOR” — Paramount. — 
Original screen play by William Morrow and Ed- 
mund Beloin, Ernest Pagano and Z. Myers. Cast: 
Jack Benny, Jack Benny; Fred Allen, Fred Allen; 
Mary Martin, Mary Martin; Rochester, Eddie An- 
derson; Barbara, Verree Teasdale; Josephine, The- 
resa Harris; The Merry Macs, Judd, Ted and Joe 
McMichael and Helen Carroll. 


“MELODY RANCH” — Repvstic. — Original 
screen play by a. Hofft and F. Hugh Herbert. 
Directed by Joseph Santley. Cast: Gene, Gene Au- 
try; Cornelius J. Courtney, Jimmy Durante; Julie, 
Ann Miller; Mark Wildhack, Barton MacLane; 
Veronica Whippe, Barbara Allen (Vera Vague) ; 
Pop, George “Gabby” Hayes; Tommy Summerville, 
Jerome Cowan; Penny, Mary Lee; Jasper Wildhack, 
Joseph Sawyer; Bud Wildhack, Horace MacMahon; 
aa Henderson, Clarence Wilson; Slim, William 
3enedict. 


“PLAYGIRL’—RKO-Rapio.—Screen play by 
Jerry Cady. From the original story ‘‘Debutante, 
Inc.”’ Directed by Frank Woodruff. Cast: Grace 
Herbert, Kay Francis; Tom Dice, James Ellison; 
Ellen Daley, Mildred Coles; Bill Vincent, Nigel 
Bruce; Josie, Margaret Hamilton; Van Payson 
George P. Huntley; Mrs. Dice, Katharine Alexan- 
der; Lock Anders, Charles Quigley; Alice, Georgia 
Carroll; Don Shawhan, Kane Richmond; Joseph 
Shawhan, Stanley Andrews; Bell Hop, Dick Hogan. 


“SANTA FE TRAIL’ — Warners. — Original 
screen play by Robert Buckner. Directed by 
Michael Curtiz. Cast: Jeb Stuart, Errol Flynn; Kit 
Carson Halliday, Olivia de Havilland; John Brown 
Raymond Massey; George Custer, Ronald Reagan: 
Tex Bell, Alan Hale; Bob Halliday, William Lundi- 
gan; Rader, Van Heflin; Jascn Brown, Gene Rey- 
nolds; Cyrus Halliday, Henry O'Neill; Windy 
Brody, Guinn “Big Boy’? Williams; Oliver Brown, 
Alan Baxter; Martin, John Litel; Robert E. Lee, 
Morini Olson; Phil Sheridan, David Bruce; Bar 
ber Doyle, Hobart Cavanaugh; y se Sumner, 
Charles D. Brown; Kittzmiller, Joe Sawyer; James 
Longstrect, Frank Wilcox; Townley, Ward Bond; 
Shoubel Morgan, Russell Simpson; Gentry, Charles 
Middleton; Jefferson Davis, Erville Alderson; Con 
ductor, Spencer Charters; Charlotte, Suzanne Carn 
ahan; George Pickett, William Marshall; John 
Hood, George Haywood. 


“SON OF MONTE CRISTO, THE’—Smatt- 
U.A.—Screen play by George Bruce. Directed by 
Rowland V. Lee Cast: Count of Monte Cristo, 
Louis Hayward: Grand Duchess Zona, Joan Ben- 
nett; Gurko Lanen. George Sanders; Mathilde, 
Florence Bates; Colonei Zimmerman, Lionel Royce; 
Baron Von Neuhoff, Montagu Love; Conrad 
Stadt, Ian Mac Wolfe; Fritz Dorner, Clayton 
Moore; Gluck, Ralph Byrd; French Ambassador, 
George Renavent; Pavlov, Michael Visaroff; Hans 
Mirbach, Rand Brooks; Captain, Theodore von 
Eltz; Lieutenant, James Seay; Schultz, Henry 
Brandon; Schmidt, Jack Mulhall; Turnkey, Ed- 
ward Keane; The Baron, Lawrence Grant. 


“SOUTH OF SUEZ’—Warners.—Screen play 

, Barry Trivers. From a story by Sheridan Gib- 
a Directed by Lewis Seiler. Cast: John Gamble, 
George Brent; Katherine Sheffield, Brenda Mar- 
shall; Eli Snedeker, George Tobias; IJnspector 
Thornton, James Stephenson; Delia Snedeker, Lee 
Patrick; Limey, Eric Blore; Roger Smythe, Miles 
Mander; Henry Putnam, Cecil Kellaway; Mrs. Put- 
nam, Mary Forbes; Manders, Gilbert Emery; 
Prosecutor, Stanley Logan; Defense Counsel, Fred- 
erick Worlock; Judge, Edward Fielding; Registrar, 
Leonard Mudie; Tipo, Abner Biberman; Sedley, 
Crauford Kent; Simpson, Holmes Herbert. 


“THIS THING CALLED LOVE’”—Corvumszia. 
—Screen play by George Seaton, Ken Englund, P. 
J. Wolfson. Based upon the play by Edwin Burke. 
Directed by Alexander Hall. Cast: Ann Winters, 
Rosalind Russell; Tice Collins, Melvyn Douglas; 
Charlotte Campbeill,. Binnie Barnes; Harry Ber- 
trande, Allyn Joslyn; Florence Bertrand, Gloria 
Dickson; Julio Diestro, Lee J. Cobb; Genevieve 
Hooper, Gloria Holden; Gordon Daniels, Paul Me- 
Grath; Ruth Howland, Leona Maricle; Tom How- 
land, Don Beddoe; Mrs. Diestro, Rosino Galli; 
Arno, Sig Arno. 


“VICTORY” — Paramount. — Screen play by 
John L. Balerston. Based on the novel by Joseph 
Conrad. Directed by John Cromwell. Cast: Axel 
Heyst, Fredric March; Alma, Betty Field; Mr 
Jones, Sir Cedric Hardwicke; Mr. Schomberg, Sig 
Rumann; Mrs. Schomberg, Margaret Wycherly; 
Ricardo, Jerome Cowan; Makanoff, Fritz Feld; 
Pedro, Lionel Royce; Mme. Makanoff, Rafaela Ot- 
tiano; Wang, Chester Gan. 
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WHY suffer needlessly, when so much of 
the functional pain of menstruation is 
known to be unnecessary. Midol has helped 
millions of women. If you have no organic 
disorder calling for special medical or 
surgical treatment, it should help you. 


Developed for its special purpose, Midol 
contains no opiates. One ingredient is pre- 
scribed frequently by many doctors. An- 
other, exclusively in Midol, increases the 
relief by reducing spasmodic pain peculiar 
to the menstrual process. Small size, 20¢; 
large size, 12 tablets, 40¢. Write for trial 
package free. General Drug Company, 
170 Varick St., New York, N. Y. 








WORLD FAMOUS*+STANDARDO MAKE 


TYPEWRITERS 


YOUR CHOICE — UNDERWOODS! 
ROYALS! REMINGTON! L. C. SMITHS: 

WOODSTOCKS! As low as 1/3 av ro 
price. Typewriters thet cost up to $110. 
lew e3$29.90. Genuine, standard, full sized 
rebuilt office models—up-to-date improve- GA 
ments—standard keyboard, back spacer, = reverse, 2 
color ribbon, etc. Never before such’ rockbottom prices! 
FULLY GUARAN:EED! Backed by 30 years of fair dealin 
Ten day trial. Easiest terms in hictory--as low as 60c a w 
FREE bi price slashing cataloe shows all makes in ai details on = 10 
day trial and easiest terms. Van Zandt Touch Typing course with 
your typewriter. See catalog before you buy. Mail coupon now 
while stock is complete. 
ooo —_— oe ee ee ee ee oe ee 2 ee eae ae = 
INTERNATIONAL TYPEWRITER EXCHANGE 
231 W. Monroe St.. Chicazo. [lL (Dept. 303) 
Send Free Catalog in colors showing late mode: standard Typewriters l 
at tremendous savings with no money down and 10 days trial. 
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BY 
ANN 
HAMILTON 


Recipe for 


the best showings in their careers dur- 

* he past year and predicting bests 
for the future I’d unhesitatingly pick 
Brenda Joyce as the winner in both 
divisions. 

Brenda, you know, is the blonde phe- 
nomenon who made the movie moguls sit 
up and take notice when she went from 
her classes at UCLA to the difficult and 
important role of Fern in “The Rains 
Came” and turned in a job which an 
established star might—and many did— 
envy. 

She’s stayed right on top, too; she’s 
just returned from a swing-around-the- 
country personal-appearance tour with 
Louella Parsons and is, she informed me 
yesterday at the Brown Derby, going 
right to work in a new picture, “Private 
Nurse.” 

“You’re a wonder,” I told her. “These 
personal-appearance tours are so ex- 
hausting that lots of veterans take to 
their beds as soon as they’ve finished one. 
Yet here you are, prettier than ever, 
looking as though you’d just finished a 
vacation and calmly drinking—what are 
you drinking, by the way? I thought I 
knew every kind of grog the Derby 
serves, but this is a new one.” 

“After that build-up,” Brenda smiled, 
“I suppose I should say it’s a Joyce 
Special, brewed for me from a secret 
recipe, but as a matter of fact it is a 
standard product, a chocolate-flavored 
malt drink made with milk. They keep 
a package of it here for me so I can have 
it whenever I come in.” 

Like most of Hollywood’s younger 
players, Brenda explained then, she leads 
a pretty strenuous life. When she is in a 
picture she gives it everything she has 
and her relaxation is likely to be swim- 
ming, hiking, tennis or some equally 
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vigorous activity. Unlike most of them, 
however, Brenda has to fight to keep her 
weight up—a tough job with both work 
and play making such demands on her— 
and it 1s largely due to this nourishing 
beverage that she is able to do so. She 
has it in her dressing room between 
scenes and finds it an excellent builder- 
upper after tennis or a swim. 

“It is true it is prescribed for me,” 
Brenda said, “and you know how it is 
with things you are supposed to do be- 
cause they are good for you—most of the 
time you don’t do them. But this is so 
good it’s no effort at all to follow orders. 
I get a lot of kidding about it because it’s 
often given to the children, but I’m only 
glad the kids get something they like as 
well as I like this.” 


BRENDA is right on both counts. It is 
true that this drink is recommended 
for children because it gives them the 
extra nourishment they require and it’s 
equally true that they are just as enthu- 
siastic as the grownups about the creamy 
chocolatey flavor, voting 
noontime or after-school drink. Many 
youngsters insist on having a thermosful, 
either hot or cold, included in their 
school and picnic lunches and the high 
spot of a recent Hollywood young fry 
hiking trip was the return to the home 
of the young hostess where her guests 
found waiting for them their favorite 
chocolate-flavored malt drink, assorted 
sandwiches and ice cream. 

If you would like to stage such a suc- 
cessful party following a skiing or skating 
jaunt, you will find that your guests, 
too, will go for steaming mugs of this de- 
lightful new drink. Since it takes only 
a minute to prepare and since the recipes 
for the sandwich fillings are equally 
simple—there’s your whole party ready! 





W. F. HALL PRINTING CO, 


Take one cocoa cup, fill it 





it a perfect, 


with Brenda's super-super bev- 


Sandwich Fillings 
CURRIED EGG SALAD AND WATERCRESS 


6 hard-cooked eggs 
1 tsp. curry powder 
Mayonnaise 
Watercress 

Chop the eggs, add the curry powder 
and sufficient mayonnaise so mixture will 
spread easily. Serve with a generous 
garnish of watercress. 


PIMIENTO CHEESE AND BACON 


1 jar pimiento cheese 
8 slices bacon 
1 tbl. chopped chives 

Cook the bacon until crisp, drain and 
roll into coarse crumbs. Combine in- 
gredients, softening with sweet cream or 
top milk if necessary. 


SMOKED TURKEY AND RIPE OLIVES 


1 jar smoked turkey paté 
1 small can ripe olives © 

Combine ingredients and add a little 
French dressing if mixture is too dry to 
spread easily. : 

Even the ice cream which was the piéce 
de résistance of this feast owed its success 
to Brenda’s favorite chocolate-flavored 
milk drink, for it was topped with a 


sundae sauce made with that same 
beverage. 

SUNDAE SAUCE 
6 tbls. chocolate-flavored malt drink 


(cold) 
Y% cup honey 
2 egg whites 
Mix the honey and liquid together 
thoroughly. Beat the egg whites stiff and 
fold into the liquid mixture. Serve on ice 
cream and garnish with nut meats if 
desired. 


PHOTOPLAY combined with MOVIE MIRRO: 
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Here she is with her favorite toy— 
Emilie, quick of wit, always ready 
to play a prank, and just as.ready 
to have one played on her. Willy 
Pogany, noted American artist, who 
| painted the Dionne Quints from life 
for Karo, says: “Emilie’s infectious 
good humor can turn a rainy after- 
noon intoexciting fun for hersisters.” 

Emilie is perhaps the most imag- 
inative and spontaneous Quint. She 
has a nice sense of design, makes 
lovely 
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ICH IN DEXTRINS, 





NO. 4 IN KARO’S SERIES “THE QUINTUPLETS AS INDIVIDUALS” 








DR. ALLAN ROY DAFOE SAYS: 
“Karo is the only syrup served the Dionne Quintuplets. Its mal- 
tose and dextrose are ideal carbohydrates for growing children.” 


MALTOS-.E--A-N-D D-E-X-T-R-O-S-E—-F:0°0 D - ENERGY SUGA 





models of houses and gardens. She 
loves brilliant colors, and plenty of 















them. She works and writes with i 

her left hand. Of all the Quints, 4, 

Emilie and “Lady” Cecile are per- Fi A Oy s ( A 
haps the two least alike. Watch for 4 74 presents 

Cecile’s portrait—it comes next! 4 


Emilie’s health is superb, on a 
par with that of Annette, Yvonne, 
Marie, Cecile. Tribute must be paid 
to the careful diet which helps to 








A Bundle of 


keep these children happy, buoy- 
antly healthy, energetic. 





HE QUINTS and millions of chil; | 

dren and grown-ups enjoy de- 
licious, wholesome Karo in many, 
many ways: as a “spread”; as — 
sweetening for fruits and fruit 
juices, cereals, milk, cocoa and 
other beverages; as a sauce for 
puddings and desserts. Yes! Karo | 
merits its title, ““America’s Table { 
Syrup of Quality”. 

But don’t reserve Karo for table 
use alone. It’s a real flavor boon to 
cooking: This tempting, rich syrup 
gives everyday foods new interest, 

_new appeal. Try it on baked ham, 
apples, bananas, pears. Use it in 

- cakes and pie fillings and frostings. 
It gives frostings smooth, easy-to- 
cut consistency. 

. Karo Waffle Syrup is a rich new 
blend! It makes an exciting treat 
of those old favorites—pancakés, 
French toast, waffles. Surprise the > 
family with waffles and Karo Waffle 
Syrup tonight. They'll love the. de- 
lightful Karo Waffle Syrup flavor 
—it’s different! All grocers sell 
Karo Syrup. 


ste, 





KARO KARO 
WAFFLE SYRUP RED LABEL 
Be sure to try (caystaL wite) 
this new, deli- Delightful - 


cious, different 


sweetening for 
“hot cake” 


fruit, milk, 


syrup. It hasa beverages. 
flavor all Fine for 
its own. 
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OUR OWN PATSY GARRETT 
out in front with Chesterfields 
and Fred Waring's Pennsylvanians 


Y 


yourself, with the three important things you want in a 
cigarette. ..MILDNESS, BETTER TASTE and COOLER SMOKING. 
Chesterfield’s right combination of the world’s best ciga- 
rette tobaccos has so many things a smoker likes... that 
Chesterfield is just naturally called the smoker’s cigarette. 


They Saliify 


iy; Y ... for Chesterfields are made for smokers like 
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